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EDINBURGH MUSICAL SOCIETY. 
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MY LORD, 
As Collections of this kind have 
frequently been corrupted by the 


inſertion of. indecent Compoſe 7-9 
| 5 and by that means have fallen out 
of repute; in making the following 8 
Selection, I have paid every degree 
of attention in my power, to render 
/ it worthy of the Patronage of the 
moſt delicate and feeling Heart. 
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WILLING to ſhelter it under 
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the Wings of one, whoſe judgment 
, and Taſte are known to the World, 
it was impoſſible for me to lay this 
CoLLECT7I0N at the Feet of any other 
than Your LORDSHI1P;—whoſe 
Protection will not only encourage, 


but highly . 
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MY LOR pP, 


1 
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YOUR LORDSHIP's 
HUMBLY DEVOTED SERVANT, 


CHARLES WILSON. 
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all other kinds, is ſo generally allowed, that, 
. to make any Apology for a Callection of 8 
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sone s, muſt neceſſarily be ſuper fluous. : 


The great Demand for ALLan RAMSAx's 


7 52 


cf Tea-Table Miſcellany, ſhews how much 
| Colleions of this kind. have been reliſhed | | 


bot * 


% Aby the People of this Country: But, as the 
99 Taſte of Mankind in every Thing ſoon 
SF 


THE PREFACE, 


— — — 


changes, moſt of the Songs in that Collection 
have now ceaſed to pleaſe, and become in a 
manner obſolete ; ſo that the Tea-Table 
Miſcellany is no longes fought after with the 

ſame avidity as formerly ; what are reckoned 
| the moſt favourite Scots and Engliſl SONGS, 
contained in it, Cc. the EpitTor hereof 
has carefully inſerted in this: Together 
with a great number of elegant Originals, 
innocent and entertaining; being the Pro- 


ductions of ſeveral Ladies and Gentlemen. 


Oran Collections have been printed 


which have had all one e general fault; VIZ, 
that they abounded too nuch with 2 
Songs, rhat tend to ſuppreſs Virtue; which 


plainly denotes that the Editors thereof 
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THE PREFACE, 
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have had but a mean Taſte. Performances 
of this kind are the only ones which can be 
thought to give univerſal Satisfaction, as 
they can only be accommodated with Pre- 
ciſion to the general Taſte, at the time when 


they are publiſhed, 


PARTICULAR Care hath been taken in 
|” the Selection of this Edition, and nothing 
is inſerted that can poſſibly give the leaſt 


offence to that delicacy of taſte for which 
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SONG 1. 


To the Tune of, Taz LIGELAND LADDIE, 


CES. ME LIA, ſhe's ſo wond'rqus fair, 

13 4 That you'd not ken her frae a lady; 

4 8 Comely and gracefu' is her air; 

E But, ah! ſhe can't win frac her daddie. 
O! my lovely, charming laſſie, 
My dear, angelic, handſome laſſie, 
Tho“ now confin*'d frae me ſhe's kept, 
Yet ſtill Pil love my Lawland lalſie. 


Whene'er 1 ſee her ſmiling face, 
My heart does pant with joy and pleaſure z 
But, when ſhe's abſent frae the place, 
O! Iam ren out of meaſure. 
O! my lovely, &c. 


6 


She is AN of many PLING 

Which quite enchant her faithfu' laddie; 
| O! if I had her in my arms 
1 1 wou d e' en keep her frae her daddie. 
0 my lovely, &c. 
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| To happineſs l' bid adieu, 
Till me arrives intd Au RREK Y; 


Py 
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| | For there's nae ither nymph I loo? 0 928 
| i Like my ſweet Amelia M——y. 3 . 
| 07 my lovely, &Cc. Y : 
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SONG 2. 


| 

By a Lady of Quality. 
Tut ſun, his cladſome beams withdrawn, 
| 

| 
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The hills all white with ſnow, 
Leave me dejected and forlorn; 
Who can deſcribe my woe? 
But not the ſun's warm beams could cheary 
Nor bills tho' &er ſo green; 
Unleſs my Damon ſnould appear 
To beautify the ſcene. 
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The frozen brooks, and pathleſs vales, 
Disjoin my love and me 
The pining bird his fate bewails, 
On yonder leafleſs tre: ! 
But, what to me are birds, or breoks, 
. Or any joy that's near? 
Ihe i Heavy the lute, and dull the books, 
. While Damon is not here. 


1 The Laplander, who, half the year, 

1 Is zvrapt in ſhades of night, 

Mourns not, like, me, his winter drear, 
Nor wiſhes more for light. 

But what were light, without my love, 
Or objects e' er ſo fine? 

The flow' ry meadow, field, or grove, 
If Damon be not mine? 
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Each moment, from my dear away, 

ns a long age of pain; 

Fly Gwift, ye hours! be calm the day 
That brings my love again ! 

O! hafte, and bring him to my arms, 
Nor let us ever part; 

My breaft ſhall beat no more arme, 

When I ſecure his heart. 
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Pnokzus, meaner themes diſdaining, 
Io the lyriſt's call repair; 
And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh Fair. 


Chiefs, throughout the land victorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, 

Were not gallant, were not glorious, 
Till commanded by the Fair. 


All the works of worth and merit, 
Which the Sons of Art prepare, 

Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd from the Fair. 
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Reaſon is as weak as paſſion ; 
But, if you for truth declare, 
Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Favour'd by the Britiſh Fair. 
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SONG 4. | 


| To the tune of, T told my nymph, I told her true. | 
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'F Aonigv! ye native fields and bow'rs! 
42 | Where ſportive pleaſure loves to dwell; | 
we re rural mirth can charm the hours: 

Ye ſcencs.! ye lovely haunts, farewell! 


Ye dear companions of my youth! 

3 Who oft partook my heed!eſs joy, 
4 When all was innocence and truth; 

| (No cares did then my bliſs annoy.) 


Farewell! —and, O! may happy days, 
And ev'ry bleſſing round ye dwell ! 

May ſweet contentment, join'd with eaſe, 
For ever ſhade your native cell. 


— FF 


And thou, Philander ! choſen friend, 
Whoſe faithful breaſt oft ſooth*d my care; 
That Heav'n from ev'ry ill defend 
My friend, ſhall be my lateſt pray'r. 


Yet, yet Philander ! yet a ſigh; 
A penſive figh ſtill heaves my breaſt, 
A tear eſcapes my downcaſt eye, 
And fond remembrance breaks my reſt. 
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When I recal thoſe happy hours 

With thee, my friend, in wanton play, 
Amid yon green-lin'd leafy bow'rs ; 

How lightly flew thoſe hours away ! 


Or at the foot of yonder hill, 

Where falls the ruſhing ſtream ſo faſt ; | 
And here, where ſweetly glides the rill, | 

With how much joy our time we paſt ! 


The dear deluſion wou'd not laſt 


The airy viſion now is o'er: : 3 

5 Cou'd I forget but time that's paſt, A 

And' fond reflection were no more! 2 C, 
Adieu! ye ſeats of pure delight! 1 


Neꝰ er will ye joy to me renew; 
A ling'ring tear now dims my ſight, 
Perhaps for ever.— Ah! adieu! 
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SONG 5. 


H OW imperfect is expreſſion, 
Some emotions to impart z 

When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet feek to hide the heart: 


Li AM 2d 


— G 117A 


When our boſoms all complaining 
With delicious tumults ſwell, 

Speak what trembling, fault*ring, dying; 
Language would, but cannot tell. 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror 
Quite expreſſive paints my cheek 3 

Aſk no more, behold your error, 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak : 

What though ſilent is my anguiſh, 
Or breath'd only to the air; 


Mark my eyes, and as they languiſh, 


Read what your's have written there. 


Ah! that you 2ould once conceive me, 
Once my ſouPs ſtrong feelings view; 

Love has nought more ſweet, believe me; 
Friendſhip nothing half ſo true: 


| From you I am wild, defpairing 


With you ſpeechleſs as I touch 
This is all that beats declaring, 
And perhaps declares too much. 


Sy 


Covry ye gueſs, for I il] can repeat, 
The ſenſation I am deſtin'd to prove; 
'Tis ſomething than friendſhip more ſweet, 

More paſſionate even than love, 


For ever when abſent from you, 
Pale echo returns my fond ſighs ; 

But when happ'ly your beauties I view, 
On my lips the faint utt*rance dies. 


This the ſecret J had to betray, 

F And the fate of my paſſioniis ſuch 

That in what I was prompted to ſay, 
Methinks I have utter'd too much, 


re- P o 13 
SOG NE S8. 
By Mr W. C. to a young Lady. 


Tag Cyprian queen when fam'd Apelles drew, 
He had each beauty of his age in view; nl 


| Before him all the fair creation roſe, 4 
© While from each nymph each various charm he choſe. | 
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| , 
| From this he ſtole the mildneſs of her eyes, 
From that her lips ja imitative dyes; 
IJ From one her bloom, another's golden hair, 
'Till the whole portrait roſe divincly fair. 
| 


But had he liv'd to fee your angel face, 
From you he'd borrow'd ev'ry lovely grace 
No other fair before his eyes he'd ſet, 
But take each charm from much-lov'd iI—— ——t, 


Yet though aſliſted by a hand divine, 
Each colour glow'd, and ev*ry ſtroke was fine; 
Yet though he ſummon'd all the-pow'rs of paint, 


— 
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The world, alas! would own the likeneſs faint. 
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Wat yet as a cowan I wander'd the plain, 
UI thought to be a maſon again and again, 

1 | But often was told it was not for my weil, 

| 


For at meetings of maſons they raiſed the Deil, 
raiſed the Deil, &c, 


9 1 I thitker repair' J, being reſoly'd in my mind, 
When to my ſurpriſe a good friend I did find, 
And bade me prepare, for ſo hearty I'd feel; 
What ſtill was now ſtrange when thought on the Deil. 
thought on the Deil, Cc. 
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We knock'd, but was ſtopp'd; when we enter'd 
the door, 
They faid, Who brings you here whom we ne'er 


ſaw beſore 
I told them, I thought to be admitted fu? weil, 


As 1 freely came here to ſhake hands wi' the Deil. 
ate hands ui the Deil, &c. 


, 
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By leave from the chair then admittance we found, 


But like one that's blind I gropp'd all the way round; 


Till ſomething I felt made me ſtagger and reel, 
Which rais'd my old thought, Fd meet wi' the Deil. 
meet with the Deil, &c. 


At laſt to my joy I found all things go right, 
And began by degrees to diſcover the light; 
The maſter advis'd me to ſwallow a pill, 
Which he ſaid would purge from me al} fears of th- 
Dell. 
fears of the Del, &c, 
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By leave from the chair I did join the glad throng, | 1 ll 
And partook of their joys o'er a glaſs and a ſong: | 4 1 
Ye cowans, remember the maſons are leel, | 1 | 
And beware of yourſelves when you ſpeak of the | . 1 

Deil. ; F 


ſpeak of the Detil, &c. 
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SONG 8, 


KaTty's ComyeLAINT. 


if By the fide of a grove, young Delia did ſtray, 
| | Her ſoul was all love and all ſweetneſs her lay, 
The ſmooth-gliding ſtream lid ſoftly along, 
The birds ceas'd their theme t' attend to her ſong : 
| 2 Ab! my Strephon, ſhe cry'd, have you eſt me to 


1 ; mourn, 
| I is in vain J have ſigh'd, and im plor'd ycur return. 
| I I'n tell all my woes to the birds and the ſkies, 
7 Swell che ſtream with my tears, and the breeze with & 
5 5 : my ſighs ; Þ 
> Sweet Philome! hears, and anſwers my moan, 
| 4 And the rocks too have ears, but my Strephon has 
| none; 
4 de frown that alarm'd him has loſt all its power, 
— 1 And the voice that once charm'd him now charms 
7 | him no more. 
| | 4 | Ye ſweet breathing gales, that ſport on the plain, 


| 1 Ye hills, woods, and dales, that reply to my ſtrain, 
| 1 Co tell him our loves, but why ſhould ye tell? 
- An ye woods, and ye groves, and ye meadows, fare- 


well ; 
| : Jo ſome ſhade 1'11 repair, conceal'd from the day, 
2 i Feed my ſoul with deſpair till 1 62h it away. 
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SONG 9. 


Tz Sori 's MEDLEY, 


Tag lark was up, and the morning grey, 
The drummer beat the reveille; 

And jolly ſoldiers on the ground, 

In peaceful camp ſlept ſafe and ſound: 
Ouly one poor ſoldier, who 

Nought but love could e'er ſubdue, 
Wander'd to a neighb'ring grave, 

There to vent his plaints and love. 


2 


O! women are lovely dangerous things, 
Their ſweets, like the bees, are mingled with ſtings; 
They're not to be had without care and coſt ; 
They're hard to be kept, and eaſily loſt ; 
In ſeeking a fair one, I found to my ſmart, 
I knew not the way J loſt my own heart, 
I knew not the way I loſt my own heart. 


Too fondly once I thought to win the lovely 
charmer, 
Andev'ry method try'd in hopes to make her warmer: 
But all my hopes are over, what ſcheme then can 
I try? 
But, like a hapleſs lover, here lay me down and die. 
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As on the ground he lay, 

Minerva came that way, 

In arins bright and gay, 

And thus to him did ſay: 


Riſe, ſoldier, riſe; the drummer beats to arme, 
Hark to the loud alarms; | 
Hang her beauty, mind your duty, 
Think not of her charms. | 
Riſe, ſoldier, riſe ;—Pll take you by the hand, 
And lead you to the land, 
| And give you the command 
5 35; Of a choſen band, 


7 8 Riſe, ſoldier, riſe; 
Ti | Don't be ſtupid, 
4 Drive away Cupid, 
| 1 4 Think on Minerva's wiſe adviee. 
| Soldier, go home, go home, 


Ne'er mind your miſtreſs's ſcorn ; 
Slight, flight her again, 
Slight, flight her again, 


ly or ighted love ſhould Nights return. 
2 | ö 1 The ſoldier then roſe from his am'rous floth, 


an | 48 | And haſted away to his duty; 
0 Swore to Minerva a terrible oath, 
He*d never think more of her beauty. 
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Sing bachelor bluff, bachelor bluff, 
Hey for a heart as ſtout as a buff, 


Thoſe that live ſingle they never wear horns, 
Thoſe that live fingle are happy ; 
Thoſe that are married do lye upon thorns, 
They always go ragged and ſhabby, 
Sing cuckolds come dig, cuckolds come dig, 
Round about cuckolds come dance to my jig. 


Thoſe that live ſingle do ne'er fear a rout, 
Nothing to them can be ſweeter ; 
They have no wife for to ſimper and pout, 
Crying, How can you leave me, dear Peter! 
Sing bachelor bluff, bachelor bluff, 
Hey for a heart as ſtout as a buff. 


Ye belles and flirts, that are ſo fair, 

Say, are not ſoldiers form'd for love? 
For ſure you'll find them all ſincere, 

If you'll but kind and conſtant prove 
But if you ſlight their paſſion ſtill, 

And tyrranize o'er hearts ſo true, 
Depend upon't, they'll all rebel, 

And never care a fig for you. 


O! hold your fooliſh tongue, 
Little ſmiling Cupid ſaid; 


— | r 
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& Have you never heard it ſung, | 

That conſtancy would win a maid? | 

*F The greateſt men alive | 
Have been by Cupid*s.-pow*r o'ercome ; 

* *Tis in vain with love to ſtrive, x | 

Though arm'd with ſword, and ſpear, and gun. 


Then ground your arms, Sons of War, 
There's no quarr'ling with the Fair. 
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2 

| A SHAPE alone let others prize 

| The features of the Fair; 

loox for ſpirit in her eyes, 
And meaning in her air: 


_— 


A damaſk'd cheek, an iv'ry arm, 
Could ne'er my wiſhes win; 
| Give me an animated form 


7 = That ſpeaks a mind within. | | 


— 


A face where awful honour ſhines, 
| Where ſenſe and ſweetneſs move, 
1 1 And angel - innocence refines 


The tenderneſs of love: 3 
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Theſe are the force of beauty's charms, | 
Without whoſe vital aid, 
Unfiniſh'd all her features ſeem, 
And all her roſes dead. 


But ah ! where both theſe two unite 
How perfect is the view, 

With ev*ry image of delight, 
With graces ever new: 


With pow'r to ſooth the greateſt grief, 
The wildeſt rage control; | 
Diffuſing wildneſs o'er the brow, 4 i 

5 


I And rapture through the ſoul, 


Their pow'r but faintly to expreſs, } 
All language muſt deſpair ; £ 

But go, behold Amaſia's face, 
And read it perfect there, 
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Tux Jupiciovs Choice. i 

A BEAUTIFUL face and a form without fault, 
Are not the attractions by which I am caught; 


Good nature, good ſenſe, and an honeſt free mind, 1 
Are perfections in woman to which I'm inclin'd. 5 1 
| 5 
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At the foot of a rock, where the river was flowing, 
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For a time beauty charms, but ſo certain is age, 
That who with a beauty alone would engage ? 
Since time ſpreads a veil o'er the brighteſt of eyes, 
And a face is a flow'r that bloſſoms and dies, 


f Then, Venus, begone with your artful decoys, 
Which like ſyrens do tempt, and like ſyrens deſtroy ; 


13 : | *'Tis friendſhip and virtue I ſeek in a wife, 


5 Whom l'd love and careſs ev'ry day of my life. 
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Tas Banks of The DEE. — Tune, LAx SOLE E; 
| With Additions by Miſs B— v B—s, 


W » 

1 Twas Summer, and ſoftly the breezes were 
11 blowing, 

And ſweetly the nightingale ſung from the tree, 


1 ſat myſelf down on the banks of the Dee. 

4 Flow on, lovely Dee, flow on, thou ſweet river; 
| | Thy banks” pureſt ſtreams ſhall be dear to me ever; 
For there I firſt gain'd the affection and favour 

Of Sandy, the glory and pride of the Dee. 
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But now he's gone from me, and left me thus 
mourning, 
To quell the proud rebels, for valiant is he; 
Ard, ah! there's no hope of his ſpeedy returning. 
To wander again on the banks of the Dee. Ik 
He's gone, help'eſs youth! oer the rude roaring billows; | | 
The kindeſt and ſweeteſt of all the gay fellows; i 
And left me to ſtray *mongſt the once loved willows, | 
The lonelieſt maid on the banks of the Dee. 


—_ 


2— 


But time and my pray*rs may perhaps yet reſtore him; | 
d| Bleſt Peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me; 1 : 
75 And when bereturns, with ſuch care I'll watch o'er him, i 
© He never ſhall leave the ſweet banks of the Dee. (JM 

The Dee then ſhall low, all its beauties diſplaying; * i 

The lambs on its banks ſhall again be ſeen playing; | T 

| 
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While I with my Sandy am carcleſly ſtraying, 
And taſting again all the ſweets of the Dee, 


Thus ſung the fair maid on the banks of the river, 4 ' 
And fwectly re-echo*d each neighbouring tree; 1 
But, row all theſe hopes muſt evaniſh for ever. 

Since Sandy ſball neer fee the banks of the Dee. 1 
On a foreign ſbore the feet youth lay dying, 
g In a foreign grave his body's now lying ; * 
A 7Philt friends and acquaintance in Scotland are 
j crying 1 
For Sandy, the glory and pride of the Dee. 
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1 Miſhap on the hand by which be avas wounded ; 
EF HMohap on the wari that call'd him away 
8 Fromacircleof friznas, by which hewas ſurrgunded, 
ile mourn for dear Sandy the tedious day. 

$ 0h! poor hapleſi maid, who mourns diſcanteuted 
| 7e of a lover ſo juſlly lamented; 
By time, only time, can her grief be cemented, 
And all her dull hours become chearſul and gay, 


Twas honour and bravery made him leave her 
MOUTHS, 
From unjuſt rebellion bis country to free ; 


He I:ft her, in h2p2s of his ſpeedy returning, 
To wander again on the banks of the Dee: 
For this he deſpii'd all dangers and perils; 

Twas thus be eſpous'd Britannia's quarrels, 


| That when he came home he might crown her with 
laurels, 


The happieſ/l maid on the PIs ef the Dee. 


But Fate had durmin'd his fall ia be glerigut, 
Though dreadful the theught muſt be uns me; 
He fell, like brave WOLF, when the trozps were 
victori us, 

Sure each tender Mart muſt bew1il the decree : 
Yet, though he is gone, the once faithfyl lover, 
And all our fine ſchem:s of true bappineſi over, 
| No doubt he implored his pity and favour 4 
For me he had left on the banks of the Dee, 20 
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By a young Gentleman. — Tune, LAN GOLEE. 
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ö | M [SS Betty's a girl of very good nature, 
| is Her complexion-fair, moſt delightful to ſee; 
l | Her air's not affected, ſhe's reg*lar each feature, 
14 Which makes me the fonder to ſing her to thee. 
104 Hold on, my ſweet muſe, without repining, 
| And ſing up her praiſes without ever whining ; 
« And fix on her mind to be always inclining 


Her beauty, with all perfection in meaſure, 
Does form a Diana moſt pleaſing to ſee; 
Her eyes they are bright, and in colour azure, 
And ſhe is the pride of all that her ſee: 
| Her mind it is paſt all human painting, 
| For pen or pencil they are both fainting z 
So it is nonſenſe for you to be minting 
To ſing her praiſes, ſo charming is ſhe. 


Laſt night when I ſaw her ſhe was paſſing from me, 
But I would not let ker go that way ſo free; 

I ſtept up unto her and aſked her favour, 

She granted, and made me as happy's could be : 


To look on her ſhepherd with mirth and with glee. 7 [4 
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When ſhe ſpake, O! I was raviſh'd, 

| And ſhe told me myſelf not to flaviſh; 

| ; I ſaid unto her, I would always laviſh 

} Herpraiſes in town as well as country. 
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Tart Nox Tu CounTary LASS. — Tune, LANx COL EE. 


Turret was a fair maiden, her name it was E 


e. 


You ſcarcely would mect ſuch a girl in a million, 
Her charms were the pride of the North Country, 
All ſhe ſaid came ſo wittily, 
She danc'd with ſuch grace, and ſhe chanted ſo 
prettily; 


AD ſe 


Gillian, 8 
Her mai ers were ſage tho” her carriage was free; N 
- 


Nor Madames of France, nor Signioras of Italy, 
Could cope with this laſs of the North Country. 


1 Each begging her moſt humble ſervant to be; 
„5 Some ſneu' d coach and horſes, ſome proſſer'd bold 
| to her, 


Rich lords and fine gentlemen crowded to woo her, 


Some, cloaths and fine jewels, moſt gorgeous to 


1 2 * 8 
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But, in vain all their brav'ry, 

She ſaid flat and plain ſhe ſaw thro? their knas'ry, 
And rather would paſs her whole. life-time in ſlav*ry- 
Than bring ſuch diſgrace on the North Country- 


But going one day to the wood with young Roger, i 
To gather ſweet poſies for he and for ſhe, | 
Sly Cupid obſerv'd them, (a comical codger,) | 
And hid himſelf ſnug in a ſycamore-tree ; 
Out he drew from his quiver 
A ſhaft that a heart made of marble would ſhiver; | 
0 ſhot, there was none a poor maid to deliver, E 
: 


75 And down ſell the laſs of the North Country. 
& 
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0 Die days when I was young, 
IWhen I laugh'd at Fortune's ſpite, 


CHORUS. 


And with Nedar crown'd the night, 


Then it was old father, Care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown; 
Half thy malice youth cou'd bear, 

And the reſt a bumper drown. l 


8 0! the days, &c. 
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Talk'd of love all the day long, | 
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Truth they ſay lives in a well, 
| Why, I vow, I ne'er cou'd ſee; 
| Let the water-drinkers tell, 
There it always lay for me. 
O! the, days, &e. 


— 


ö For, when ſparkling wine went round, 
| Never ſaw I falſehood's maſk; 
i But ſtill honeſt truth I found 
# - At the bottom of each flaſk, 
0! the days, &c- 


True, at length my vigour's flown, 
| 1 have years to bring decay; 
Fe the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey. 
0! the days, &c. 


- Yet old Jerome thou may'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire; 
still beneath thy age's froſt, 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fire. 
C! the days, &Cc. 
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NoTTINGHAM ALE. 
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Young Venus, the goddeſs of beauty and love, 


Aroſe from the froth that ſwam on the ſea; 
Minerva ſprung out of the cranium of Jove, 
A coy ſullen ſlut, as moſt authors agree; 


Great Bacchus, they tell us, who? s the prince of good 


fellows, 
Was his nat*ral ſon ;—But attend to my tale; 
For thoſe that thus chatter 
Know nought of the matter, 
He ſprung from a barrel of Nottingham ale, 


Ye clergy ſo rev'rend, prieſts, vicars, and deacons, | 


Attend, and you'll certainly own it is true; 
That Nottingham ale is the chief of all liquors, 


And who underſtands the dear creature like you ! 


It diſpells ev'ry vapour, 

Saves pen, ink, and paper 
And when you're diſpos'd in the pulpit to rail, 

It will open your throats, 

You may preach without notes, 


When inſpir'd with full bumpers of Nottingham 


ale. 
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f | iy Ye doors, who more execution have done 

F With bolus, with powder, with potion and pill, 
Than hangman with halter, or ſoldier with gun, 

| 1 Than miſer with famine, or lawyer with quill: . 
| To diſpatch us the quicker. 

8 1 q You forbid us malt tquor, 

ein our bodies grow thin, and our faces wax pale. 
Each knows, if he pleaſes, 

What cures all diſeaſes, 

Is hearty full bumpers of Nottingham ale. 


20 
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ve lovers, who talk of your ſtames, darts, and 
3 © daggers, 5 oo. 
with Nottingham ale ply your miſtreſs but hard; 
rue girl that once taſtes it will drink 'til ſhe ſtaggers, 4 
And all your paſt ſuff*rings with kindneſs reward; 
Ft You may turn and twiſt her, 

; And do what you lift t' her, 
You have found the right way with her heart to 
prevail; 

Let her take her glaſs often, 

There's nothing can ſoften 
The heart of a woman like Nottingham ale. 
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THE COURT OF SESSION GARLAND; PART 1. 
To the Tune of, LOGAN WaTER, 


; Tas bill charg*d upon was payable at fight, 
And decreet was craved by A— W:; 

But it bore a penalty in caſe of failzie, 

And therefore was null, contended W=—y B—e. 


The O-—y not chuſing to judge it at random, 
Did with the minutes make aviſandum; 
13 as the pleadings were vague and windy, 


2 His Lordſhip ordered memorials Ving inde. 
We, ſetting a ſtout heart to a ſtay brae, 
Took into the cauſe Maſter D-—d Re; 
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Lord A—xk, however, repelled our defence, 
And over and above decern'd for expenee. _ 


However, of our cauſe not being aſham'd, 
Unto the whole Lords we firaightway reclaim'd, 
And our petition was appointed to be ſzen, 
Becauſe it was drawn by R——e M— n. 


The anſwers by L—t himſelf was wrote, 4 f 
And in it no argument or fact was forgot; * 
He is the lawyer that from no cauſe will inch, 
And on tt.is occafion divided the bench, 
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A——r the judgment as illegal blaims, 


i Its equity, ye bitch! replied my Lord K—8; 


W This cauſe, cries H——s, to judge I can't pretend, 
For, ju/tice, I perceive, wants an e at the end. 


Lord Cn expreſs*d his doubts and his fears, 


And S——n threw in his weel-weels and 2! dears; 


This cafe much reſembles that of Mg, 


© And ſhould go the ſame way, ſays Lordy 3g. 


Let me tell you, my Lords, this cauſe is no joke, 


| Says, with a hoarſe laugh, my Lord E—k; 


To have read all the papers I pretend not to brag, 


Says my Lord G——=e, with a ſnuff and a wag. 


Up roſe the Pt, and an angry man was he, 


To alter this judgment I never can agree; 


The Eaſt wing ſaid, Yes, the Weſt wing cried, Not, 
So it carried, adhere, by my Lord's caſting vote. 


This caſe being ſomewhat knetty and perplex'd, 
Their Lordſhips not knowing how they*d determine 
next ; 
And, as the ſeſſion was to riſe ſo ſoon, 
They ſuperſeded the extract *till the 12th of June. 


„„ 

H AVING loft it ſo nigh, we prepar'd for the 17 
Summer, | 

And, on the 1ath of June, preſented a reclaimer ; 

But dreading a refuſe we gave D- a fee, 47 

And, though it run nigh, it carried, fo ſee. [3 1 


or 


In order to bring aid from uſage bygone, 
The anſwers were drawn by quondam Meſs In; 
He united, with ſuch art, our law with the civil, 
That the Council on both fides would: have ſeen him ö 
at the Devil. F 


The cauſe being called, my-Lord I— e C—<k, 1 1 
| With all due reſpect, began a loud hark; | F 
| He appeal'd to his conſcience, his heart, and from 
thence þ 
Concluded to alter, but give no expence. 
| 
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Lord S——d unwilling his judgment to podder, 
Or to be anticipate; agreed with his brother ; 
But M—o was clear the bill to enforce, 
Becauſe he obſerved it was the price- of a horſe. 


Says P—r, with a wink, and his hat all agee, 
I remember a caſe in the year Twenty-Three; 
The magiſtrates of Banff contra Robert Car, 
Il remember it well, I was then at the bar. 
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3 Likewiſe, my Lords, in the caſe of Peter Caw, 
"IM Superfiua non. nocet was found to be law; 
Lord K—: alſo quoted the of- one Lithgow, 


4 Where a penalty in a vill was held pro non ſcripto, 

Lord Pt thus brought his chair to the plum, 
| Laid hold of the bench, and brought forward his bum, 
In thoſe Anſwers, my Lords, ſome freedoms have 


been us'd, 
Waich I could point out provided I chus'd. 


4 


I was for this interlocutor, my Lords, I do admit, 
But am open to conviction ſo long's I here do fit; 
To oppoſe your precedents I quote you ſome caſes, 8 

And Tait, a priori, had hurried up the places. 


1 He prov'd it as clear as the ſun in the ſky, 
RW That their maxims of law cou'd not here apply; 
bat the writing in queſtion was neither bill nor 
* 


band, | 
But ſomething unknown in the law of the land. 
The queſtion, adhere or alter, being put, 
It carried, to alter, by a caſting vote; 


4 ; B-—e then moyed, On the bill there's a raze ; 


But by this time their Lordſhips had call'd the 
next cauſe, | 
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THz NuT-Brown Main, 


WW. / 
| Twas in the bloom of May, 
| When odours breathe around, 
When nymphs are blyth and gay, 
And all with mirth abound ; 
| That happily I ſtray'd 
To view my fleecy care, 
Where I beheld a maid, 
No mortal e'er ſo fair; £ 
2 No mortal e'er ſo fair. 


She wore upon her head 

A bonnet made of ſtraw. 
Which ſuch a face did ſhade 
| As Phcebus never ſaw, 
| Her locks of nut-brown hue 
A cap and coif conceal'd, 
| Which to my pleaſing view, 
4 A ſporting breeze reveal'd. 


Around her flender waift 
| A ſcrip embroider*d hung, 
The lute her fingers grac'd, 
Accompany'd with a ſong, 
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7 g With ſuch a pleaſing note, 
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Curroni might regale; 


| Or Philomela's throat, 


That warbles through the vale, 


Not long I ſtood to view, 


Struck with her heav'nly air, 


W 1 to the charmer flew, 


And caught the yielding fair, 
Hear this, ye ſcornful belles, 
And milder ways purſue z 
She that in charms excells, 


Excells in kindneſs too. 


CHIATING DISPLAY). 


To the Tune of, There was a jovial beggar, 


= | By ſage philoſophers of old 


We're told there was a ſtone, 
That all things turn'd to gold ;—but ge 
'To cheats turns every one. 
So a cheating we will go, auæ Il go, - . go; 
So a-cheating we will go, 


The »erchant thinks the ſquire is trick'd, 
When on his goods he lays 

Too high a price, —but, ah! he's nick'd; 
A uire b ut rarely pays. 


So a- cheating, &c, 


The tradeſman too, by art moſt nice, "7 
Your furniture reſtores, 7 | 
To taſte polite, till in a trice 1 
You're ta//ed out of doors. | : | 
So a-chenting, &c, x 


The lawyer, with a face demure, —_ 
Hangs him who ſteals your pelf; A 
Becauſe the good man can endure i} 7 
No robber but himpe!f. |. 
So a-cheating, &c. A | 


The guact and highwayman both kill; 
What diff®rence can there be? 
Save this with piſtol, hat with pill; 


Your geld's the common plea. 
So a-cheating, &Cc. | 


The dier, bold in bloody fights, 
Maintains his country's cauſe ; 
But, ſoon as things are ſet to rights, 
He tramples on its laws. 
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The governor, by liberal arts, 
; ; Kude Indians doth reduce ; 
But, cer he half reforms their hearts, 


= He leaves them ne'er a Sous, | 
6 Ss a- cheating, &c. ||. 


The courtier, for his country dear, 
His care doth ne'er relax; 
But, e'er he long the helm doth ſteer, 


He robs it by a tax. 
So a-cheating, &c, 


The patriot, with a flaming zeal, 
Will ſwear his country's loſt ; 
But, once let Fortune turn the wheel, 


He'll (ell it for a poſt, 
Ss a-cheating, &c. 


His MaJjtsT y's fair character 
To touch, I would be loth; 
Nor need I, —for his mini/er, 


Can cheat enough for 55. 
So a- cheating, &c, 


The huſband cheats his loving wife, 
And to a miſtreſs goes; 
While he again, to taſe her life, 


Carouſes with the Beaux. 
So a- cheating. &c. N 
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The tenant doth the ſteward . 


[| (So low this art we find;) 
1040 The /feward doth his lordſhip trick, 
104 And he tricks all mankind, 
|þ | 4 | So a-cheating, &c. 
# | One claſs there is, to whoſe fair lot, 
| 


No cheating art ſhould fall, 
They're clergy call'd; —but, when they do't, 


They cheat us worſt of all. 
So a-cheating, &c. 


Thus a/l the world a-cheating goes, 


For pleaſure or for pelf; 
But, in the end, experience ſhews, 
The cheater cheats himſelf. 


So a cheating we'll not go. 
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Dow THE BURN DavikE, LOVE. 


Wauen trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſce; 

When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her ee'; 


So a- cheating we'll not go, not ge, net go; 
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| ; Blyth Davy's blinks her heart did move 


To ſpeak her mind thus free: 


= Gang down the burn Davie, love, 
= Down the burn, Davie, love, 


117 i Down the burn Davie, love, 

(2 2nd een 1˙ follow thee ; 

| f Gang down the burn Davie, love, 

| 1 8 Dewn the burn Davie, love, 

| i Down the burn Davie, love, 

li 4 Gang downthe burn Davie, luve, 


| And Ill feen follonw thee. 


Now Davie did each lad ſurpaſs 


That dwelt on this burn-ſide ; & 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 5 
L]jutt meet to be a bride, | 
1 Blyth Davies blinks, &c. 

1 | Her cheeks were roſy, red and white, 

I Her een were bonny blue, 

1 Her looks were like Aurora bright, 

| 1 Her lips like dropping dew. 

1 Blyth Davies blinks, &c. 

| As Fate had dealt to him a routh, 

| * Straight to the kirk he led her, 

18 Tere plighted her his faith and troth, 

if And a bonny bride he made her: 3 
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No more aſham'd to own her love, 
Or ſpeak her mind thus free; 
Gang down the burn Davie, love, 
Down the burn Davie, love, 
Down the burn Davie, love, 
And Pil fon follow thee ; 
Gang down the burn Davie, lave, 
Down the burn Davie, love, 


Down the burn Davie, love, 


Gang down the burn Davie, love, 


And lll ſoen follow thee, 
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THE STUDENT's FAREWELL ro THE COLLEGE. | 


Now we are freed from college-rules, 
And ſyſtems out of ſeaſon; 

From learned lumber of the ſchools, 
And Syllogyſtic reaſon: 

Then let's no more have it defin'd, 
If matter thinks or thinks not ? 

The only matter we've to mind 
Is, who here drinks or drinks net. 
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riss metaphyſical to trace 

1 The mind and ſoul abſtracted; 

4 W or prove infinity of ſpace, 

| Or cauſe by cauſe efeded : 

l 1 But better ſouls will ne'er become 
By immaterial thinking; 

W Then let's ne'er talk of pace or room, 
Except the room we drink in, 


| 
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Their plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, | 
Are learned words, and rare too; 
Such terms our tutors may diſcuſs ; 
And thoſe that pleaſe may Here too: 
For plenum in each glaſs we ſhew, 
With plus et plus behind, Sir; 
And, when the caſh runs Minu low, 
The vacuum here * we find, Sir. 


Sir IsAxc talks of igt and ſhades, 
And diff*rent colours knew, Sir, 
Bout which we'll ne'er diſturb our heads; 
We only ſtudy ws, Sir: 
Both red and white our glaſſes boaſt, 
True humour's rarefadion ; 
And after him we'll name our toaſt, 
The center of attraction. 


* The breeches-pocket.. 
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Upon this /he/cs we'll declaim 
With firatum ſuper flratum : 
There's magic in each lady's name; 
They're nature's potulatum : 
And wine in Nature's next to /ove ; 
Then wiſely let us blend em; 
And thus I phyſically prove, 


Nunc tempus eft bibendum. 
— === Son == Do Doaed At 
SON E22. ; N 
7 Youn G Jockey, who teiz'd me a twelve-month e f 


Or more. 
Now bolder is grown than was mortal before; 
He whiſpers fuch things as no virgin ſhould hear, 
And he preſſes my lips with a warmth | can't bear. 


With ſtories of love he would ſoften my mind, 
And his eyes ſpeak a temper to miſchief inclin'd; 
But I vow not a moment [I'll truſt him-atone, I 
And when next he grows rude I will bid him begone. ||| 


Of honour and truth not a word has he ſpoke, 
And his actions declare he thinks virtue a joke: 
He ſhall find his miftake if he ventures to try: | J 
For, than yield on ſuch terms, oh! I rather would ji 

die. 
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9 A With no creature befide be ſuch freedom dare 
5 3 take; 

I 3 et the handſome and witty he quits for my ſake: 
= But how can I think that he loves me the beſt ? 


1 Or how can I love him who'd break all my reſt ? 


5 4 Oh! Jockey, reform, nor be fooliſh again, 
q | Leſt you loſe a fond heart you ſhall never regain : 
A If you change your behaviour, and to church chuſe 
= | to go, 

14 'n forgive all that's paſt, and will never ſay, No. 
th? 1 1 
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PaTTyY oF THE HII. 


1 | Oar! Venus, queen of ſoft delights, 
| Accept a ſuppliant's pray'r, 

Who wiſhes to attend the rights 
In which thy vot'ries ſhare ; 

Inſpire his tongue with gentleſt airs, 
Yet void of art or ſkill, 

While he his unfeign'd love declares 
For Patty of the hill. 
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What ſtrains, Oh] goddeſs, muſt he find, 
To melt her frozen heart, 

Since words can ne'er expreſs his mind, 
Nor e' er his pain impart; 

Unleſs thy ſon ſhall aid his lays, 
And love in her inſtill, 

In vain will prove his artleſs praiſe 
Of Patty of the hill, 


Her cheek with roſe and lilies vies, 
Her breath with ſweet woodbine z 

Inferior far unto her eyes 
The ſparkling di'monds ſhine ; 

Her voice excells the linnet's notes, 
Exceeds the thruſh's thrill; 

In vain they ſtrive to raiſe their throats 
Like Patty's of the hill, 


How ſhall I paint her tender mind, 
The charm I moſt admire; 

In her is ev'ry virtue join'd, 
That paſſion can inſpire : 

Her ſoul the graces all refine, 
She ſtoops to reaſon's will ; 

Pd Venus, —all the world reſign 
For Patty of the hill. 
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SON G 24. 
Taz SURPRISING MAN. 


Tune, A cobler there was, Cc. 


Turk once was a man, you may think it un- 
common, 
But if he ſaid true he was born of a woman 
And though it's ſcarce credible, yet Pve been told, 
He was once a mere infant, but age made him old. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


2 


2 


Whene'er he was hungry he call'd for ſome meat, 
And when he cou'd get it you're ſure he wou'd eat: 
When thirſty he'd drink if you'd give him a pot, 
And his liquor moſt commonly ran down his throat. 

Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


His face was the queereft that ever was ſeen, 
For, if 'twas not waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean, 
fle ſhew'd moſt of his teeth when he laugh'd or 

did grin, 


. For his mouth ſtood juſt croſs 'twixt his noſe and 
his chin, 


Derry down, down, hey derry down. 
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'Tis reported his tongue always mov'd when he 
talk*d. 
And he ſtirr'd both his arms and his legs when he 
walk*d ; 
But his gait was ſo odd bad you ſeen him you'd burſt, 
For one leg or other wou'd always be firſt. 
Derry down, doaun, hey derry down. 


He ſeldom or never could ſee without light, 
Yet I'm told he could hear very well in the night; 
But he fell faſt aſleep as he lay in his bed, 2 
Yet has oft been awake in the morning tis ſaid, i 

Derry down, down, hey derry down. i 
| 


When this comical chap had a river to paſs, 
If he £ould not get over he ſtaid where he was; 
And tho? he did ſeldom e*er quit the dry ground, 
Yet ſo great was his luck that he never was drown'd. 


17 


Derry down, dewn, hey derry down. 


Among other ſtrange things which befel this good 


yeoman, | 

He was married, poor foul And his wife was a 3 
woman z W 1 
But, *tho* ſhe was loving, complacent, and mild, I 
Yet ſo hard was his fate he was never with child. B 


Derry down, down, 70 derry — 6 


8. R. C 8 ly 6 94 51 
At laſt he fell fick, as old chronicles tell, 
And then, it is ſaid, he was not very well; 
But what was his worſt in ſo weak a condition, 


That he could give no fees —ſo could get no phy- 
en. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down, 
What wonder he died !-But, *tis ſajd, that his 
death 
Was occaſioned at laſt by the want of his breath: 
But, peace to his bones, which inathes now moulder, 
Had he liv*d a day longer he*d been a day older. 
Derry down, dawn, hey derry down. 
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* Lons, long I deſpair*d a young ſhepherd to find, 
od [i Nor proud of his merit, nor falſe as the wind; 


= 


But, at laſt, I have got a dear lad to my mind; 
Oh! I never can part with my Willy: 
We hied to the altar lat Mid ſummer-day; 
I bluſh'd all the while, and ſcarce knew what to ſay; 
But I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey ; 
Can I do any leſs by my Willy? 
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His breath is as fragrant as freſh morning air; 
His face than the roſe is more ruddy, I ſwear; 


And his kiſſes as fweet=oh! beyond all compare 
There is not ſuch a-lad as my Willy. 
With him none pretends or to pipe or to play, 
But what tender ſoft things does the ſhepherd not 
ſay ? 
With eaſe, I am ſure, he might ſteal hearts away: 
Bat II never diſtruſt thee, dear Willy, 


U droop'd all in pain, and hung down my 


a _ 3 he watch'd me l what tears did he ſhed ! 


He ne*er left me a moment 'till ſickneſs was fled: 1 $2 

Can lever forget thee, dear Willy ?. [ 5 
Should Death frommy fight tear the ſneph erd ſo true, 
Let him take, if he chuſes, then, me away too; 


For why ſhould I tarry, or what could I do, 2 
Should 1 loſe ſuch a lad as my Willy ? = 
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SONG 26. 
To the Tune of, Rostin-CasTLE. 


By the mountain's fide reclining, 5 
- Gazing o'er the landſcape round; 
Flow'ry meads, and verdant valleys, 

Which with fertile ſweets abound. 5 


Err 


aA. 


Kind indulgent Nature gives us 
Sweets like thefe that ne'er can cloy; . 
Doubly bleſt wou' d be our portion, 
Cou'd we but theſe ſweets enjoy. 


Mark the ruſtic, gaily whiſtling). 
Follow'd by his faithful dog; 

And yon coy and bluſhing maiden, 
With her ribbons juſt in vogue; 


_ Happier he than courtly nobles, 

All in folly's tinſel dreſt 
Happier ſhe than jewell'd ladies, 

2 With a far more peaceful breaſt. 


-- 


Down beſide yon bank of roſes, 
See | the ſhepherd tunes his reed; 
While his bleating lambkins round him 
Gaily gambol on the mead. 

From the crowded glaring city 
Far and diſtant let me dwell; + 

All its blazing pomp and grandeur, 


Sweets like theſe can far excell. 


* 
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Tu TrrEet Nuns Ix THE CowGATE. 
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TuarRE's a land in the Cowgate that's kept by 
laſſes, 

It may be weel kent by ilk” ane that paſſes; | 

They will rather take fidlers, pipers, and drums, 

Before that they'll ſtand by the name of the nuns. re. | 
An auld maid and a bantle e filler, | 
An auld maid and a hantle 9 filler ; 5 
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Gin ſhe hadna* haen that, ſcent ane wad * 8; 
gane lull her; 7 * 
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The firſt that gaed aff was miſtreſs Ann, | 
Who vow'd and declar'd that ſhe'd ha'e a man; | 
She wad ha'e a man, and ſhe'd tarry nae langer, 

| 


An auld maid and a haritle o' filler, 


For at the nun ' land ſhe had ta'en a great anger. 
An auld maid, &c. 


The next that gaed aff was miſtreſs Mary, 
Who vow'd and declar'd that ſne wadd miſcarry; 
And if ſhe miſcarried ſhe was ſurely undone, 

For ſhe mortally hated the name of @ nun. | 
An auld maid, &c. 5 | 
x 
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87 CIT. 55 | 
1 3 
Now good miſtreſs Jean is left all alone 2 
To ſigh, and to fob, and make great moan ;_ 1 


22 


Will nae body come and tak' pity on me, 
And marry me quickly before that. I die. 
Some auld women gang mad for to marry, 
Some auld women gang mad for to marry ; 
At the fight of a man they wou'd jump like 
Auld Harry; 
Some auld women gang mad for to marry, 
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By Lord LyTTLETON, 8 


Tax heavy hours are almoſt paſt : 
That part my love and me; | 

My longing eyes may hope, at laſt, 
Their only wiſh to ſee; 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long? 

Will love in all your pulſes beat, 


And tremble on your tongue ? 


— 


Will you in every look declare 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame? 
And heal cach idly, anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame? | Z 
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Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene 
When ſhortly we ſhall meet, 

And try what yet remains, between, 
Of loit*ring time to cheat, 


But, if the dream that ſooths my mind. 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 
If I am doom d at length to find 
You have forgot to love; 
All I of Venus aſk is this, 
No more to let us join; 1 
But grant me here the flatt' ring bliſs. x ; 4 
J To die, and think you mine. 9 
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SONG 29. 
Tre ABSEWT LOVYER. 


Ye gentle gales that fan the air, 
And wanton in the thady grove, 


O! whiſper to my abſent fair, 
My ſecret pain, and endleſs love. 


And, in the ſultry heat of day 

When ſhe does ſeek ſome cool retreat, 
Throw ſpicy odours in her way, 

And ſcatter roſes at her feet. 
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That when ſhe ſees their colour fade, 
And all their pride neglected lie, 
Let that inſtruct the charming maid, 

That ſweets untimely gather'd die. 


And when ſhe lays ber down to reſt, 
Let ſome auſpicious viſion ſhow. 

Who 'tis that loves Camilla beft, 
And what for her I undergo, 


—. 
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3 ? Liza BAILLIIE. 


1 My bonny Liza Baillie, 
8 Pl row you in my plaidie, 
If you will gang alang wi” me 
And be a Highland ladie. 


If T wad gang alang wi' you, 
They wadna' ca? me wiſe, Sir, 

For I can neither card nor ſpin, 
Nor yet can I ſpeak Erſe, Sir. 


My bonny Liza Baillie, 
Your minny canna want you 
Sae let the trooper gang his lane, 
And carry his ain portmanteau. 


3" CECTELI®D: 


But ſhe's caſt aff her bonny ſhoon, 
Made o' the Spaniſh leather, 

And ſhe's put on her Highland progues 
To ſkip amang the heather. 


And ſhe's caſt aff her bonny gown, 
A' wrought wi? goud and ſattin, 
And ſhe's put on a tartan plaid, 
To ſport amang the brachen. 


| She wadna' hae a Lawland lad, 
Nor be an Engliſh ladie; 

But ſhe's awa' wi? Duncan Grahame, 
He's row'd her in his plaidie. 


0 eee. 


Down AMANG THE Broom, 


BR AW, braw lads of Galla- Water, 
O! braw lads of Galla- Water; 
Il kilt my coats aboon my knee 
And follow my love through the water. 


Sac fair her hair, ſae brent her brow, 
Sae bonny blue her een, my dearie ; 
Sae white her teeth, ſae ſweet her mou”, 
The mair I kiſs ſhe's ay my dearie. 


STCECILI 4. 


O'er yon bank, and o'er yon brae, 
O'er yon moſs amang the heather, 
I'll kilt my coats aboon my knee, 
And follow my love thro' the water. 


Down amang the broom, the broom, 
Down amang the broom, my dearie, 
The laſſie loft a filken ſnood, 
That coſt her mony a blert and bleary. 
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To the Tune of the foregoing, 


No repoſe can I diſcover, 

Nor find joy without my lover; 

Can I ſtay when ſhe's not near me; 
Cruel Fates! once deign to hear me. 


The charms of grandeur don't decoy me, 
Fair Eliza muſt enjoy me; 
My crown and ſceptre I reſign, 
The ſhepherd's life ſhall ſtill be mine. 
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Taz Maid THAT'S MADE rox Love AN D Mx. 


O ! WovLD'sT thou know what ſacred sharms 
This deſtin*d heart of mine alarms; 

What kind of nymph the heav'ns deeree, 

The maid that's made for love and me. 


Who pants to hear the ſigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear; 
From each ungentle paſſion free 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me. 


| Who joys whene'er ſhe ſees me glad, 
| Who ſorrows when ſhe ſees me ſad; 

| For peace and me can pomp reſign 
Such the heart that's made for mine. 


Whoſe ſoul with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the bleſſing ſhe beſtows ; 
Gentle to all, but kind to me, 
Such be mine, if ſuch there be, 


Whoſe genuine thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart; 
A gentle train from falſehood free, 
Such the maid that's made for me. 
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Avaunt! ye light coquets! retire 
| Whom glitt'ring fops around admire; 
lt Unmov'd-your tinſel charms I ſee; 
More genuine beauties are made for me; 
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Should Love, ' fantaſtic as he is, 
Raiſe up ſome rival to my bliſs; 
And ſhould ſhe change, —but, can that be? 
No other maid is made for me. 
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SPRI NG renewing all things gay, 
Nature's dictates all obey ; 
In each creature we may ſee 
The effect of love's degree; 
Fhis their ſtate, 
Such their fate; 
Do not, Molly, be too late. 
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Lock around and ſee them play, 
All are wanton while they may; 
Why ſhould precious time be loſt, 
After Summer comes a ſroſt : 
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All purſue 
Nature's due; 
Let us, Molly, do ſo too. 
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Flowers all around us blowing, 
Herds in ev'ry meadow lowing, 
Birds on ev'ry branch are wooing, 
Turtles all around us cooing: 

Hark ! they coo, 
See! they wooz, 
Let us, Molly, do ſo too. 


Mark! how kind yon ſwain and lafs, 
Yonder fitting on the graſs, 
See! how earneſtly he ſues, 
While ſhe, bluſhing, can't refuſe ; 
See! yon two, 
How they woo z 
Let us, Molly, do ſo tod. 


Mark ! that cloud above the plain, 
See! it ſeems to threaten rain; 
Herds and flocks do run together, 
Seeking ſhelter from the weather: 

Fear not you, 
I'll be true; 
Let us, therefore, do ſo too. 
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SONO 325. 


 SweeT ANNIE FRAE THE SEA BERECR. 


Where Jocky ſpeel'd the veſſei's fide ; 
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2 W 1 met our wealthy laird yeſtreen, 


Ah! wha can keep their heart at hame , 
When Jocky's toſt aboon the tyde. 
Far aff to diſtant realms he gangs, 
Yet I'il be true as he has been 
- And when ilk” laſs about him thrangs, 
He'll think of me, his faithfu? ain. 


Wi' gou'd in hand he tempted me; 
He prais'd my brow, my rolling cen, 

And made a brag o' what he'd gi'e. 
What tho* my Jocky's far awa', 

Toft up and dowa the awſome main, 
Pll keep my heart anither day, 

Since Jocky may return again. 


Nae mair, falſe Jamie! fing nae mair, 
And fairly caſt your pipe away; 

My Jockey wad be troubl'd fair, 
To ſee his friend his love betray : 


SWEET Annie frac the ſea-beech came, 
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Eor a' your ſangs and verſe are vain, 
While Jocky's notes do faithfu? flow; 
My heart to him ſhall true remain, 
X Pl keep it for my conftant jo. 


Blaw ſaft, ye gales ! round Jocky's head, 
And gar your waves be ca'm and ſtill; 

His hameward ſail with breezes ſpeed, 
And dinna a' my pleaſure ſpill, 

What tho' my Jocky's far away, 
Yet he will braw in filler ſhine ; 

I'll keep my heart anither day, 
Since Jocky may again be mine. 
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&« SWEET AxxNIR,“ tranſlated from the Scots. 


SWEET Annie flowly left the ſhore, 
Where Damon climb'd the veſſel's fide; 
Alas! my heart knows home no more, 
Since Damon's toſs'd along the tide : 
Yet ſhall my.heart till faithful prove, 
For faithful ever is my ſwain ;. 
Abſent he thinks on-Annie's love, 
And foreign beauties charm in vain « 
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His gold let wealthy Strephon ſhow, 
And the ſmooth arts of flattry try; 
And pfaiſe the poliſh of my brow, 
Likewiſe the luſtre of mine eye. 
What tho' to diſtant regions born, 
My lover rides the au fal deep, 
I'll wait and hope for his return, 
And all my heart for Damon keep. 


No more, falſe Corydon ! no more 
For Annie frame the luring lay; 
Your Damon would be troubled fore, 

Did you his confidence betray, 


Your luriig lays are all in vain, 
Your falſe deſigns diſgrace your art; 
But melting ſweet is Damon's ſtrain, 
His ſtrain beſpeaks the faithful heart. 


O! ſmile, ye ſkies! around my love; 
Gently, ye proſp'rous breezes ! blow; 
Far off, ye ſavage ſtorms! remove, 
Nor cloud my future days with woe. 
Full long, alas! will be his ſtay, 
But let me not at Fate repine; 
I'll keep my heart, and wait the day 
When Damon ſhall again be mine, 
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What need my Damon bid me tell 

| What all my actions prove ! 

| A bluſh, whene'er I meet his eye, 

| Whcene'er I hear his name, a ſigt, 
Betrays my ſecret love, 


In all their ſports upon the plain 
My eyes, till fix'd on him, remain, 
And him alone approve; 
The reit, unheeded, dance or play, 
From all he ſteals my praife away; 
And can he doubt my love! 


The joys which all my ſoul poſſeſs, 
And ev'ry care remove 
Still, till too ſhort appears his ſtay, 
The moments fly too ſwift away 
Too faſt for my fond love. 


Does any ſpeak in Damon's praiſe? - 
So pleas'd am I with all he ſays, 
it I ev'ry word approve 
But is he blaim'd, altho? in jeſt, 
I feel reſentment fire my breaſty 
£ „Aas! decauſe I love. 


An why muſt words my flame reveal! 


Whene' er we meet, my looks confeſs. 
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But, OI what tortures tear my. heart, 
When I ſuſpe& his looks impart - 
The leaſt deſire to rove: 
| 1 hate the maid who gives me pain, 
Yet him to hate Lftrive in vain; 
For, ah! that hate is love. 


Then aſk not words, but read mine eyes, 
Believe my bluſhes, truſt my fighs ; 
| My paſſion theſe will prove: 
Words oft deceive, and ſpring from art; 


: But the. true language of my heart. 


To Damon muſt be love, 


JP 
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Tas TexnDER Lover. 


| I N vain, you tell your parting lover, 

= You wiſh fair winds may waft him o'er;. 
| Alas! what winds can happy prove, 
That bear me far from her I love: 
Alas! what dangers on the main 
Can equal thoſe that I ſuſtain, 
From lighted vows and cold diſdain, _ 
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Be gentle, and in pity chooſe 
To with the wildeſt tempeſt looſe; 4 
That, thrown again upon the coaſt 2 1 
Where firſt my ſhipwreck'd heart was loſt, = , 
I may once more repeat my pain, 5 : 


at 


Once more in dying notes complain 
Of flighted vows and cold diſdain, 
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Damon AND FLORELLA. 


Damon. 
Casr, my love, thine eyes around, 
See the ſportive lambkins play ; 
Nature gayly decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove 
Liſten to the voice of love, 
Florella. 
Damon, thou haſt found me long FF 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale; F 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive ſong 'T 
Often held me in the dale: 
Take, O! Damon, while 1 live, 
All that virtue ought to give. 
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Damon. 
Not the verdure of the grove, 
Nor the gardensꝰ faireſt low'rs, 
Nor the meads.where lovers rove, | 
Tempted by the vernal hours, 


| Can delight thy Damon's eye 


If Florella is nat bye. 


Florella. 


Not the water's gentle fall 
By the bank with poplars crown'd, 


Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 


Nor the flute's' melodious found, 


Can delight Florella's ear 


If her Damon is not near. 


Both. 


Let us love, and let us live, 


Like the chearful ſeaſon gay; 


WE. Baniſh care, and let us give 


Tribute to the fragrant May ; 
Like the ſparrow and the dove - 
+ Liſten to the vaice-of love. 
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| To pleaſe me the more, and to change the dull 
| ſcene, 

My ſwain took me oft to the . on the green; 
And to every fine ſight would he tempt me to roam, 
| For he fear'd that my heart ſhould grow weary at | 
home. | 1 
To yield to my ſhepherd, ſo ſond and ſo kind, 

l left my dear cot” and true pleaſures behind; 
| And oft' as I went ſaw 'twas follow to roam, | 
C For falſe all the joys were that grew not at home, g = 
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To flirt and be prais'd was to me no delight, 
I figh'd for no ſwain with my own in my fight; 
Then how could 1 wiſh all abroad thus to roam, 
When love and contentment were always at home. 


4 


Like the bird in the cage, who's been kept there | 
ſo long, | 
I'm bleſt, as I can be, and ſing my glad ſong; 
I aſk not again in the woodlands to roam, 
Nor chooſe to be free, nor to fly from my home. 
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| _ Ye nymphs and ye ſhepherds, ſo frolic and gay, 
Who in roving now flutter your moments away, 
Believe it, my aim ſhall be never to roam, 

2 to live all my days, and be happy at home. 


Ie rere 


Than flow the minutes ſeem to me, 
Which keep me from the fight of thee. 


No more that trembling wretch wou'd give 
Another day or year to live, 
Than I to ſhorten what remains 


Of that long hour which thee detains. - 
Oh! come to my impatient arms, 

Oh! come with at#thy heav'nly charms, 
ne. At once to juſtify and pay 

The pain I feel from this delay. 
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ay, Ox thy banks, gentle Tay, when I breath'd the 
Ys the ſoft flute, 


To my Chloe's ſweet accents attention ſat mute; 
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| | SONG 41. 
1 By Lord LyTTI ETON, to his Lucy. 
1 To him that in an hour muſt die 
Not ſwifter ſcems that hour to fly, 
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To her voice with what tranſport-I ſwell's the low | 1 
ſtrain, i 
Or return'd dying meaſures in echoes again: 
Little Cupid beat time, and the Graces around 
Taught with even diviſions to vary the ſound. 


From my Chloe remov'd when I bid it complain, 
And warble ſmooth numbers to ſooth love-fick pain; 

How much alter'd it ſeems as the riſing notes flow, 

And the ſoft-falling ſtrains how inſipidly flow : 

I will play then no-more, for it's her voice alone 

Muſt enrapture my ſoul to enliven its tone. 
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Gallant SAILOR 


GALLANT failor, oft? you told me 
That you'd never leave your love; 
To your vows I now muſt hold you, 


Now's the time your love to prove. 


Ts not Britain's flag degraded ? 
Have not Frenchmen brav'd our fleet? 
Can a ſailor live upbraided, 
When the French have dar'd to meet ? 
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Hear 'me, gallant ſailor, hear me, 
While your country has a foe, 
He is mine too; be not near me, 
I may weep, but you muſt go, 


Tho? this flow'ry ſeaſon woes you 
To the peaceful ſports of May, 

And love fighs fo long to loſe you, 
Love to glory muſt give way. 


Britain's ſons can never fail her, 

While her daughters prove ſo true; 
5 Your ſoft courage fires each ſailor 
We love honour loving you. 


War and danger now invite us, . 
Blow, ye winds! auſpicious blow; 

Ev'ry gale ſhall moſt delight us 
That ſhall waft us to your foe. 
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Wurd firſt, by fond Damon, Flavella was ſeen, 
He Nightly regarded her air or her mein; 
The charms of her mind her alone did commend, 
Not warm'd as a lover, but cool as a friend ; A 
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From friendſhip (not paſſion) his raptures did move, 
And the ſwain bragg'd his heart was a ſtranger to 
love. 


New charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was 
known, 
Her face grew a wonder her taſte was his own 
Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd, 
And oh! what dear virtues beam'd forth in her 
mind; © I 
Yet ſtill for the ſanction of friendſhip he ſtrove, 1 5 


rim a ſigh gave the omen and ſhew'd it was love. 3 = 
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Now, proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the 
Fair, 
Grows dull to all pleaſure ; but being with her 
He's mute, while his heart-ſtringsare ready to break, 
For the fear of offending forbids him to ſpeax; 


But wanders a willng example to prove, 
That friendſhip with woman is fiſter to love.“ 


A lover, thus corquer'd, can ne'er give offence ; 
Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe : 
His paſſion, nor wrinkles, nor age can allay, 
Since founded on that which can never decay; 
And time, that will beauty's ſhort empire remove, 


- Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love. 


S O N G 4s. 


By Lord LyTTLETON. 


Wues Delia on the grove appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender ſears; 
| | would approach, but dare not move; 
|| Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 
| | Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear, 


No other's wit but her's approve z 
's Tell me, my heart, if this be love, 


WM Though I was once his fondeſt friend, 
His inſtant enemy I prove; 


+> \ If ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, - 
| 
i 
| 


Tell me, my heart, if this be love, 


When ſhe's aäbſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before; 
The cleareſt ſtre am or ſhadieſt grove; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 


: When fond of pow'r, of beauty vain, 
Her nets ſhe ſpreads for ev'ry ſwa'n, 

; 1 ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove; 

: 9 Ten me, ap heart, if this be love, 
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PHILANDER. AND DApHxeE. 


_ BPhbilandenr.. 

D EAREST Daphne, turn thine eyes, 
Jocund day begins to riſe, 
See the morn, with roſes crown'd, 
Sprinkling dew- drops on the ground; 
Love invites to yonder grove, 

Where only lovers dare to rove: 
Let us haſte, make no delay, 
v Cupid's call we muſt obey. 


Daphne.. 
Ah! Philander, I'm afraid 
There, poor Laura, was betray'd 
| By young Strephon's ſubtile wiles, 
| - Soothing words, and artful ſmiles; _ 
Simple maids are ſoon undone 
| When once their ſimple hearts are won: 
Preſs me not, I mnſt away, 
And Honour's ſtrict commands obey, 


| Philander... 
Gentle Daphne, fear not you, 
l' be ever kind and true; 
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Think no more on Laura's fate, 

See yon turtle and its mate; 

See how freely they impart 

The impulſe of each others heart: 

Like them, my fair, let's ſport and play, 
Nature prompts us to obey, 


Daphne. 

* Shepherd, I perceive your aim, 
You and Strephon are the ſame; 
You, like him, wou'd me betray 
Should I truſt whate'er you ſay, 
Philander. 
t let Hymen's bands 
5 inſtant join your willing hands. 
| Daphne. 
The invitation 1 obey, 
And love with honour will repays 
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NaTuxt's Holy-Dayr. 


Tas ſun in virgin luſtre ſhone, 
May morning put its beauties on, 
The warblers ſung in livelier ſtrains, 
And ſweeter flow'rets deck'd the plains ; 
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| When Love, that ſoft intruding gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in, Damon's breaſt, . 
Now whiſper'd to the nymph, Away, 
For this is Nature's holy-day. 


The tender impulſe wing'd his haſte, 
The painted mead he inſtant paſs'd, 
And ſoon the happy cot he gain'd, 
Where beauty ſlept and ſilence reign'd + 
Awake, my fair, the ſhepherd cries, : 
To new-born pleaſure ope? thine eyes; . 


+ Ariſe, my Sylvia, hail the May, 
For this is Nature's holy-day. - 


Oscar's Gnosr.— Tune, Rostin-CasTLE. 


: O SEE that form that faintly gleams, 
It's Oſcar come to chear my dreams, 
On wings of wind he flies away; oy 
Ol ſtay, my lovely Oſcar, ſtay. 
ÞK *Wike Offian, laſt of Fingal's line; 
And mix thy tears and ſighs with mine: 
Awake the harp to doleful.ays,. 
And ſooth my ſoul with Oſcar's praiſe. 
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Taz Laxnpst. „ — Tune, Giro. 


H OW pleas'd with my native bowers, 
E'erwhile I paſ'd the day; 

Was ever ſcene ſo deck'd with flowers? 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay? 

How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 
And all the landſcape round ! 

s The river gliding down the dale! 

The hill with beeches crown'd! 


But now, when wry'd by tender woes 
I ſpeed to meet my dear, 

That hill and ftream my zeal oppoſe, 

And check my fond career, 

No more, ſince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I ſee; 

That verdant hill and filver ſtream 

© Divide my love and me. 
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| Ar Totterdown-hill there d welt an old pair, 
And it may be they dwell there ſtill; 
Much riches indeed didn't fall to their ſhare, 
They kept a ſmall farm and a mill: 

But, fully content with what they did get, 
They knew not of guile or of arts; 1 
One daughter they had, and her name it was Bet, 3 =? 
And ſhe was the pride of their hearts. , | 

| 


Nut- brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtraight, 
Hler eyes were as black as a floe, 
Her teeth were milk - white, full ſmart was her gait, 
And ſleek was her ſkin as a doe: 
All thick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour, 
No bit of true blue could be ſpy'd; . | 
A child wet and cold came and knock'd at the door, 
its mam it had loſt, and it cry'd. - 


Young Bet was as mild as the mornings of May, 
The babe ſhe hugg'd cloſs to her breaſt; F 
She chaff'd him all o'er, and be ſmil'd as he lay, n 
» She kiſs'd him and lulPd him to reſt : 4 
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But who do you think ſhe had got for: her prize ? 
Why, Love! that fy maſter of arts; 

No ſooner he wak'd but he dropt his diſguiſe, : | 
And ſhew'd her his wings and his darts. 


Quoth he, I am Love, but be not afraid, 
Though all I make fhake at my will; 

So good and ſo kind have you been, my fair maid, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my ſkill; 

My mother nc'er dealt with ſuch fondueſs by me; 
A friend you ſhall find in me flill ; 

Take my quiver and ihoot, and be greater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Totterdown hill. 
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Comte live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That hills and vallies, dale and field, 
And all the craggy mountains yicld. 


There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
By ſliallow rivers, to whoſe fall, 
Melodious birds fing madrigal. 
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| 
| There will I make beds of roſs, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 
| | A cap of flowers, and a kirtle, 
| Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle: 
| 


A gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull 
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold, 
With buckles of the pureſt gold: 


A belt of firaw, and ivy buds, 
With coral claſps and amber ſtuds: 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Then live with me, and be my love, 
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The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and fing, 
For thy delight each May morning: 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 
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Ie that the world and love were young, 
And truth in every ſhepherd's tongue, 
Theſe pretty pleaſures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 
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But time drives flocks from field to fold, 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb, 

And all complain of cares to come. 


The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward Winter reck*ning yields: 
A honey tos gue, and heart of gay, 
Is fancy's ſpring. but ſorrow?'s fall. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 
Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 
ſo folly ripe, in reaſon rotten, 


Thy belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 
Thy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds; 
All thoſe in me no means can move 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 


But could youth laſt, and love ſtill breed, 
Had joys no date, nor age no need; 
Then theſe delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, and be thy love, 
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| Here's to the maiden of baſhful fifteen, 

| And, Here's to the widow of fifty; 

| Here's to the bold and extravagant queen, 

And, Here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. 

x Let the toaſt pa, drink to thr laſs, 

| Twarrant ſhell prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 


And, Here's to her that's but one, Sir. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom as ſnow, 
And, to her that is brown as a berry; 

And, Here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And, Here's to the girl that's merry. 


Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be neat, 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather ; 
But fill the pint-bumper up to the brim, 
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And, likewiſe, to her that has none, Sir; 0 2 b 
And, Here's to the maid with a pair of black eyes, 1 83 


| 


Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


And ſet us e' en toaſt them together, oY 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 3 
. ˙ mms 
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1 | SONG 54. 
Tart ForSAKEN NY Mu. 
GouaRDian angels! now protect me, | 
Send, ah! fend the youth I love | 


Deign, O! Cupid, to direct me, 


1 
2 
1 Lead me to the myrtle-grove: 


"| 
] Tell him, 'tis for him I grieve, | 
J For him alone I wiſh. to live, 8 


Bear my ſighs, ſoft floating air, 
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Say, I love him to deſpair; 


We 


7 | Mid ſecluded dells l' wander, 
Silent as the ſhades of night, | 


* 


Near ſome bubbling rilPs meander, 
Where he oft has bleſt my fight : 
There to weep the night away, 
There to waſte in ſighs the day; 
Think, fond youth, what vows you ſwore, 
And muſt I never ſec thce more, 


Then recluſe ſhall be my dwell:ng, 
Deep in ſome ſequeſter'd vale ; 
| There, with mournful cadence ſwelling, 
Oft' repeat my love-ſick tale: 
1 


D 


8% S"CECILI A. 


A— 


ü — 


And, the lark and philomel 
Oft“ ſhall hear a virgin tell, 
What's the pain to bid adieu 
To joy, to happineſs, and you'! 


-- eee. DD Dn Dole Dn Dor 
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To the Tune of the foregoing. 


HoptLEss gill, in filert anguith, 
Far from her whom l adore; 

) Muſt | ever love and languiſh, 
Doom'd to view her face no more ! 

Muſt 1 fly to ſcenes of wo! 

Muſt I ev*ry bliſs forego ! - 

Why ſhould Fate fo cruel prove, 

Alas! that ever I did love? 


Vein my purpoſe to forget her, 
Fancy gives her to my eyes; 
See! ten thouſand charms beſet her; 


See! her dear idea riſe ; 
See | fair maid, my dying bloom; 
See! a tender youth conſume : 
Sad, for ever, let me ftray, 
To mourn and ſigh my life away. 
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Far from human crowds retiring, 

Stranger to the voice of Fame, 

In ſome lonefome vale expiring, 

Of a conſtant—hapleſs flame: 
There, when worthleſs life is o'er, 
And the cares of love no more, 
Weeping nymphs my grave ſhall ſee, - 
And paſſing lovers pity me. 
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SON G 56. 


Come awa' wi' Ms, Jenny. 


O COME awa?, come awa', 
Come awa' wi' me, Jeuny; 
Sic frowns I canna bear frae ane 
Whaſe ſmiles ance raviſh*d me, Jenny, 
If you'll be kind, you'll never find 
That aught fall alter me, Jenny; 
For you're the miſtreſs o' my mind, 
Whate'*er you think o' me, Jenny. 


Firſt when your ſweets enſlav'd my heart, 
You ſeem'd to favour me, Jenny ; 


RS Put now, alas! you act a part is 
9 i That ſpeaks unconſtancy, lenny: 
7 
k 
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Unconſtancy is ſic a vice, 
? Tis not befitting thee, jenny; 
It ſuits not wi' your virtue nice 
To carry ſac to me, Jenny. 
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HER AxsWER, 


wo At- Tg UF, v 
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Ha p AwA' FRAE ME, Dox AID. 


O HAD awa', had awa', | 3 | 
} Had awa' frae me, Donald ; 5 'Y 
I Your beart is made o'er large for ane, mW 
It is not meet for me, Donald. { 


Some fickle miſtreſs you way find, | 
Will jilt as faſt as thee, Donald ; 

To ilka ſwain ſhe will prove kind, 
And nae leſs kind to thee, Donald. 


But I've a heart that's naething ſuch, 
* Tis fill'd with honeſty, Donald; 

I' ne*er love money, I'll love much, 
I hate all levity, Donald. 

Therefore, nae mair, with art, pretend 
Your heart is chain'd to mine, Donald; 

For words of falſehood ill defend 

Y A roving love like thine, Donald. 


. re. 
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Firſt when you courted, I muſt own, 

I frankly favour'd you, Donald; 
Apparent worth and fair renown 

Made me believe you true, Donald. 
[1k? virtue then ſeem'd to adorn 

The man eſteem'd by me, Donald; 
But now, the maſk fall'n aff, I ſcorn 

To ware a thought on thee, Donald. 


| And now, for ever, had awa', 
1 8 Had awa' frae me, Donald; 
i « Gae ſeek a heart that's like your ain, 
And come nae mair to me, Donald: 
wor ru reſerve myſel for ane, 
For ane that's liker me, Donald; 
If fic a ane I canna find, 
I'll nc'er loo? man, nor thee, Donald. 
Donald. 
Then I'm thy man, and falſe report 
Has only tald a lie, Jenny ; 
To try thy truth, and make us ſport, 
The tale was rais'd by me, Jenny. 
Jenny. 
When this ye prove, and ſtill can love, 
Then come awa' to me, Donald; 
I'm weel content, ne'er to repent 
f 4 That I hae ſmil'd on thee, Donald. 


| | 
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Celia no more does charm the hours, 


Though now the linnets chant their ſong, 
And nightingales their tuneful lay; 
Sweet emblems of my Celia's tongue ! 


WE Bet 
To the Tune of, Tat Biaxs OF kuvenuar, 
Wu AT tho! the meads be deck'd with flow'rs, 
What though the daiſy paints the green, 
2 


No more ye pleaſe—my Love's away. 


> I tifovght this beauteous landſcape, gay, 
Theſe gilded bow'rs, cou'd charm my view; 
I labour'd oft my Love to ſtay, 
And rural paſtimes to renew. 


O! happy days! When with my Love 
I wander'd in the flow'ry vale; 

Or when ſhe deign'd to haunt the grove, 
And liſten to my artleſs tale. 


I've heard her ſay, the vale was fair, 
And how the daiſy decks the green;“ 

And to the hill ſhe would repair, 

= And ſay, © How beauteous was the ſcene!” 


Nor does ſhe grace the ſylvan ſcene. 5 
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And can ſhe prize the city's noiſe, 
_ Fil'd with revel, pride, and ſtrife ? 
A Mayhap ſhe yet will prove the joys 
| Of a domeſtic country life, 


Mayhap ſhe*ILthink on theſe lov'd bow'rs; 
Where, wing'd with joy, the minutes fled; 

And ſwift, unnotic'd, paſs'd the hours 
Beneath the ivy-mantled ſhade. 
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Sung in the Burletta of Mipas, 


| LoveLy nymph, aſſuage my anguiſh; 
| At your feet, a tender ſwain 
| Prays you will not let him languiſh ; 
One kind look would eaſe his pain. 
Did you know the lad that courts you, 
He not long needs ſue in vain; 
Prince of ſong, of dance, znd ſports-you 


Scarce will meet the like again. 
r 
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SONG 60 
To the Tune of the foregoing. 


LoveLy Damon, when thou'rt near me, 
Straight my vital ſpirits fly ! 
Nothing but thy ſmiles can cheer me, | 
Turn, O! turn thy killing eye: 
Hide, O! hide thoſe blooming graces 
That thy lovely face adorn :. 
Who could ſhun thy ſweet embraces 
When thou'rt bluſhing like the morn. 


Lovely Damon, do not teize me 
With a ſight I cannot bear ; 

Deareſt Damon, if you'd eaſe me, 
Never on the plain appear : 

Deſiſt, dear youth, nor ſtrive to gain 
A heart, which is not mine to give: 

_ Ceaſe, Ol ceaſe to give ſuch pain; 

Shun my ſight, and let me live. 
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Cong, follow, follow me, 
Ye fairy elves that be, 

Light tripping o'er the green, 
Come, follow Mab your queen; 


r 
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Hand in hand we'll dance around, 
For all this place is fairy ground. 


When mortals are at reſt, 


And ſnoaring in their neſt, | 
Unheard, and uncſpy'd, > 
Through key- holes we do glide f 
Over tables, ſtools, aud ſhelves, | 
7 
75 


We trip it with our fairy elves. 


And if the houſe is foul, 
With platter, diſh, or bowl, 
Up ſtairs we nimbly creep, 
And find the ſluts aſſrep; 
Then we pinch their arms and thighs; 
None us hear, and none us ſpies. 


But if the houſe be ſwept, 
And from uncleanr cf kept, 
We praiſe the houſchold maid, 
And furelyThe is paid; 

Every night before we go 
We drop a teſter in her ſhoe. 


Then o'er a muſhroom's head 
Our table-cloth is ſpread ; 
A grain of rye, or wheat, 
> The diet that we eat; 


Fr 


„ CECILI1 4. 


Pearly drops of dew we drink, 
In acorn cups, fill'd to the brink. 


The brains of nightingales, 
With unctuous fat of ſnails, 
Between two cockles ſtew'd, 
Is meat that's eaſily chew'd, 


Do make a feaſt that's wondrous nice. 


The graſhopper, gnat, and fly, 
Serve for our minſtrelſy; 

Grace ſaid, we dance a while, 

And ſo the time beguile : 

But, if the moon doth hide her head, 
The glow-worm lights us home to bed, 


O'er tops cf dewy graſs 
So nimbly we do paſs, 
The young and tender ſtalk 
Ne'er bends where we do walk; 
Let, in the morning, may be ſeen, 
Where we the night before have been, 


And brains of worms, and marrow of mice, 
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SONG 62. 
ANNA. 


SHEPHERDS, I have loſt my love, 
Have you ſeen my Anna, 
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Pride of ev'ry ſhady grove, 
Upon the banks of Banna: 
for her my home forſogk, 
Near yon miſty mountain, 
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Greenwood ſhade, and fountain. 


Never ſhall I ſee thera more, 
Until her returning, 


ly 
; All the joys of life are o'er, 7 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning ; 
Whither is my charmer flown ? 
Shepherds, tell me whither ? 


Ah! woe for me ! perhaps ſhe's gone, 


CU — 


For ever and for ever. 
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Wuar woman cou'd do, I have try'd to be free; 
Yet do what I can, 

I find I love him, and tho? he flies me, 
Still, till he's the man. 
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They tell me, at once he to twenty will ſwear, | 

When vows are ſo ſweet, who the falſehood can | 2 ; 

fear ? 3 

So, when you have ſaid all you can, 
Still, ſtill he's the man. 


I caught him once making love to a maid, 
When to him I ran, 

He turn'd and he kiſs*d me, then who could upbrail 1 
So civil a man? 

The next day I found to a third he was kind, 

I rated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind; 

3 So let me do what I can, 

1 Still.—— till he's the man. 


All the world bids me beware of his art; 


I do what I can; 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my heart, 
I doubt he's the man: 
So ſweet are his kiſſes his looks are ſo kind, 
He may have his faults, but if none I can find, 
4g can do more than they can? 
e.— ſtill is the man, 
5 
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Mr goddefs, Lydia, heavenly fair, 

As lily ſweet, as ſoft as air, 

Let looſe thy trefſes, ſpread thy charms, 
And to my love give freſh alarms, 


O! let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 
Though ſacred light'ning from them flies; 
Shew me that ſoft, that modeſt grace, 
Which paints with charming red thy face. 


WW. Give me ambrofia in a kita, 
> That I may rival Jove in bliſs; 
That I may mix my foul with thing, 


And make the pleaſure all divine. 


O! hide thy boſom's killing white, 
(The milky way is not ſo bright) 
Leſt you my raviſh'd foul oppreſs 
With beauty's pomp and ſweet exceſs. 


Why draw*ſt thon, from the purple flood 

Of my kind heart, the vital blood ? | 

Thou art all over endleſs charms ; 

O! take me dying to thy arms. | 
e 
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SONG 65. 


Tune, Tell me, tell me, charming creature, 


CruEL creature, can you leave me ? 
Can you then ungrateful prove ? 

Did you court me to deceive me, 
And to ſlight my conſtant love? 


Falſe ! ungrateful! thus to woo me, 


Thus to make my heart a prize; 
J Firſt to ruin and undo me, 
Then to ſcorn and tyrannize. 


Shall I ſend to heav'n my pray'r ? 


Shall I all my wrongs relate? 
Shall J curſe the dear betrayer? 
No, alas! it is too late. 


Cupid, pity my condition, 
Pierce this unrelenting ſwain; 


Hear a tender maid's petition, 
And reſtore my love again, 
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Dea Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes, 
Since how can I ſpeak without pain; 
My eyes have oft told you my wiſhes, 
Oh! can't you their meaning explain: 
My paſſion would loſe by expreſſion, 
And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then don't you expect 4 confeſſion 
Of what is too tender to name 


Since yours is the province of ſpeaking, 
| Why ſhould you expect it from me? 
= Our wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhould bes 
Then quickly why don't you diſcover, 
Did your heart feel ſuch tortures-as mine? 
I need not tell over and over, 
What I in my boſom confine, 


* 
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SON 55. 


His ANSWER, 


8 Madam, when ladies are willing, 
A man muſt needs look like a fool; 

For me, I would not give a ſhilling, 
For one that can love out of rule : 


nr . — %. 


If you've liv'd to theſe years without proffers, 
Your ſighs are now loſt in the air. 
You ſhould leave us to gueſs at your meaning, 
And not ſpeak the matter too plain; 
*Tis ours to be forward and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a diſdain: |. 
That you're in a terrible taking, 
By all your fond oglings I ſee ; 
4 The fruit that will fall without ſhaking; . 
3 Indeed, is too mellow for me. 


% 
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At leaſt you ſhould wait for our offers, $ 1 
Nor ſnatch like old maids ta deſpair ; $- 4 
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Sung in Love ix A ViLLAGE, 
I 
8 TILL in hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn flame l try, | 1 
Swear this moment to forget her, 1 
And the next my oath deny. 
E 


Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 

 Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 
Then, relapſing, fly to. meet her, 
And confeſs mytelf her ſlave. 
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SON G 69, 


Tune, Gently touch the warbling lyre. 


STREPHON, when you ſee me fly, 
Why ſhould that your fear create ? 
Maids may be as often ſhy, 
Out of love, as out of hate: 
When from you I fly away, 
'Tis becauſe I fear to ſtay, 


Did I out of hatred run, -. 

| Leſs would be my pain and care; 
5 But the youth I love, to ſhun! 

» Who could ſuch a trial bear? 

_ Who, that ſuch a ſwain did ſee, 
Who could love, and fly like me ? 


Cruel duty bids me goz 

Gentle love commands my ſtay ; 
Duty's ſtill to love a foe 

Shall I this or that obey? 
Duty frowns and Cupid ſmiles, 
That defends, and this beguiles. 


Ever, by this chryſtal ſtream, 
could fit and ſee thee ſigh, 
: Raviſh'd with this pleaſing dream, 


OW 
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| 
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But the danger is ſo great, 
Fear gives wings inſtead of fect. 


If you love me, Strephon, leave me, 
| If you ſtay, I am undone: 
Oh! you may with eaſe deceive me z . 
Prithee, charming boy, begone : 
The Gods decree that we muſt part; 
They have my vow, but you my heart. 


i 
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To eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 

+ Blithe Jocky to young Jenuy came; 

But, tho? ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 


Her milk-white hand he did extol, 
Ard prais'd her fingers long and ſmall: 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel; 

But till ſhe turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 


Then round about her ſlender waift . 
He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd ; 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel : 
But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 
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With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe, 
He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; _ 
Yet ſtill ſhe turu'd her ſpinning-wheel., 


Till bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſs*'d, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd; 
Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


At laſt, when ſhe began to.chide, 
He ſwore he meant her for his bride; 

| "Twas then her love ſhe did reveal, 
) And flung away her ſpinning- wheel. 
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The New SrinninG- WHEEL, 


ON E ſummer eve, as Nancy fair, 
3 Sat ſpinning in the ſhade, 
Wl While ſoaring ſky-larks ſhook the air, 


J | In warbling o'er her head: 


in tender cooes the pigeons wood; 
Wl (Love's impulſe all muſt feel) 
She ſung, but ſtill her work purſu'd, 
And turn'd her ſpinning-wheel, 


— — — 


While thus I work with rock and reel, 
| * $0 life by time is ſpun ; 
And as runs round my ſpinning-wheel, 


* The world'runs up and down : 


„ Same rich to-day, to-morrow low, 


While I no changes feel, 
* But get my bread by ſweat of brow, 


*« And turn my ſpinning-wheel. 


«© From me let men and women too, 
* This home-ſpun leſſon learn, 


r 1 18 1 


Not mind what other people do, 
„ Bat cat the bread they earn: 
* If none were fed (were that to be) 
© But what deſerv'd a meal, 
Some ladies then as well as me, 
Muſt turn the ſpinning- wheel.“ 


The rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tone, 
Thus ſung her witleſs ſtrain, 


When o'er the lawn limp'd gammar Joan, 
And brought home Nancy's ſwain : | % 
„ Come,” cries the dame, Nancy here's thy ſpouſe, | | 
« Away throw rock and reel :” | 


Blyth Nancy, with the bonny news, . 
O' erſet her ſpinning-wheel, 
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BACCHUS AND ARIADNE, 
Set to Muſic by Mr. Scizttxy; | 
And performed in St. CxciLiIa's Hall. 


RECITATIVE, 


Tag faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on board, 
When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her Lord: 
sudden ſhe roſe, and to the beech ſhe flew, 
And ſaw his veſſel leſſeniag to her view 
She ſmote her breaſt; ſhe rav'd and tore her hair, 
Then in ſoft plaints ſne vented her deſpair. 
Air. Ariadne. 4 
Ah! Theſeus, Theſcus, ſtay, 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye winds to blow, 
Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, 
Nor waft my love away. 
Ah! whither wilt thou go? 
Could I have ſerv'd thee fo? 
Ah! Theſcus, faithleſs Theſeus, tell me, why 
You fly? from hete ho gave thee pow?*r to fly? 


RECITATIVE. 
The jolly god who rules the jovial bowl, 


Bacchus, whoſe gifts re-animate the ſoul, 
Heard and beheld poor Ariadne's grief, 
And gently thus adminiſter'd relief: 
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Air. — Bacchus. 
Ceaſe, lovely nymph, to weep, 
Wipe off that falling tear; 
Tho” Theſeus plow the deep, 
You've till a lover here, 


I am Bacchus, god of wine, 
God of revelry and joy, 

If Ariadne will be mine, 
Mirth ſhall ev'ry hour employ. 


Come, Silenus, fill a cup 

Of my choiceſt cordial draught ; 
Fill it, man; hy. All it up, 

*F will baniſh ev'ry gloomy thought; 
Fill it higher, to the brink, 


Come, my lovely mourner, drink. 


RECITATIVE. 
With ſoft reluctance ſhe at laſt comply'd, 


And to her lips the nectar'd cup apply'd ; 
The potent draught with more than magic art, 


B 


Flew thro” her veins, and ſeiz'd her yielding heart. | 


Duetto.— Bacchus, 
Come, Ariadne, come and ſee, 3 
What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee; 


The flowers in all their ſweets appear, 1 
The fields their gayeſt liveries wear. 
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Ariadne. 

O! jolly god, I come and ſee, 
What pleaſures are in ftore for me; 
The flowers in all their ſweets appear, 
The fields their gayeſt liveries wear. 


Bacchus. 

The joyful birds in ev'ry grove, 
Now warble out their ſongs of love; 
For thee they ſing, and roſes bloom, 
And Bacchus thee invites to come, 


Ariadne. 

I hear the warbling ſongs of love, 
From joyful birds in ev'ry grove; 
For me they ſing, and roſes bloom, 
When Bacchus me invites to come, 
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B. Come, tender maid, and Bacchus join, 
A. The jolly god, willing join. 

B. My ſweeteſt grapes and all is thine, 

A. His ſweeteſt grapes and all be mine. 
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If wine and Ariadne's here, 

'Tis May and pleaſure all the year. 
If Bacchus, love and wine are here, 
'Tis May and pleaſure all the year. 
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Let all, let all be gay, 
And join in ſportive play; | 
Let mirth, let mirth and joy, 
Each happy hour employ. 


Duetto.——Bacchus. 'F 
O! the raptures of poſſeſſing, | 


Melting into beauty's arms. 


Ariadne. 
O!] the joy, the laſting bleſſing, 


Which from honour takes its charms. 


L 1 Bacchus. 
ſ Love's ſoft flame ſhall gently warm thee. 


Ariadne. 
'Love and honour both ſhall charm thee, 


Both. | 
O! the raptures of poſſeſſing, 
Melting into beauty's arms; 
O!] the joy, the laſting bleſſing, 
Which from honour takes its charms. 
IF 


CHORUS, 
Let all, let all be gay, 


And join in ſportive play; 
Let mirth, let mirth and joy 
Each happy happy hour employ. 
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SONG Iz. 
i THE GUN-POWDER PLOT. 


SOME twelve-months ago, 
An hundred or ſo, 

The Pope went to viſit the Devil; 
And, as you will find, 
Old Nick, to a friend, 

Can behave himſelf wondrous civil. 


Quoth the De'il to the Seer, 
What the De'il brought you here? 
lt was ſurely ſome whimſical maggot: 
Come, draw to the fire; 
Nay, prithee, fit nigher : 
Here, firrah ! lay on t'other faggot, 


You're welcome to Hell 
I hope friends are well, 
At Paris, Madrid, and at Rome: 
And, now you elope, 
Il ſuppoſe, my dear Pope, 
The conclave will hang out the broom. 


Then his Holineſs cry *d, 
All jeſting aſide, 


== 
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* Give the Pope and the Devil their dues ;” 
| For, believe me, Old Dad, 

| I'll make thy heart glad, 

For, by Jove, I do bring thee rare news, 


There's a plot to beguile 

| An obſtinate iſle ; 

Great Britain, that heretic nation, 

| Who ſo ſhyly behaved, 

In the hopes of being ſaved 

| By the help of a d—d Reformation, 


We'll never have done, 
| If we burn one by one, 
*Tis ſuch a d==d numerous race! 
| For no ſooner one's dead, 
| Like the fam'd Hydra's head, 
[ | Than a dozen ſpring up in his place, 


| | But, believe me, Old Nick, 
| We'll play them a trick, 
| The like was ne'er hatched in France; 
| For this day before dinner, 
As ſure*s I'm a ſinner, 
Well burn all the raſcals at once, 


When the king with his ſon 
To the parliament's gone, 


N rr 
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To conſult about old muſty papers, 5 
We'll give them a greeting, 
Shall break up their meeting, 

And try who can cut the beſt capers. 


There's powder enough, 
And combuſtible ſtuff, 
In fifty and odd truſty barrels, 
Which will blow all together. 
The Devil cares whither, 
And decide at one blow all our quarrels. 


But this was ſcarce ſaid, 
| When in popp'd the head 

Of an old Jeſuitical Wight, 
Who cry'd, You're miſtaken, 
They've all ſav'd their bacon, 
And Jemmy ſtill ſtinks with the fright, 


Then Satan was ſtruck, | 
And ſaid 'tis bad luck, | 
But you for your news ſhall be thanked : 
So he call'd to the door | 
Seven devils or more, 4 
And they toſs'd the poor dog in a blanket, 


RN | 
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W1THan honeſt old friend, and a merry old ſong, 


And a flaſk of old port, let me fit the night long, 
And laugh at the malice of thoſe who repine, 
That they muſt ſwig porter, whilſt I can drink wine, 


I envy no mortal, tho? ever {9 great, 
Nor ſcorn I a wretch for his lowly eſtate; 
But what I abher and eſteem as a curſe, 
Is pocrneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs in purſe, 


Then dare to be gen'rous, dauntleſs and gay, 
Let's merrily paſs life's remainder away; 


Upheld by our friends, we our foes may deſpiſe, 
For the more we are envy'd, the higher we nie. 
| 2 * 858 „ 
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Tur duſky night rides dom n the ſky, 
And uſhers in the morn 

The hounds all join in jovial cry,-T he hounds, &c 

The huntſman winds his horn. 

And a hunting we will ge, — o, ohe, oho, 

And a hunting we will go, — ho, oho, oho, 

A hunting we will go,0-0h9, 


— 


Y And a hunting we will go, oe 
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The wife around her huſband throws 
Her arms, to make him ſtay; 

My dear, it rains, it hails, it ſnows, - My dear, &C. 
You cannot hunt to-day. 


— ——_ 


Yet a hunting, &c. 
Away they fly to ſcape the rout, 
Their ſteads they ſoundly ſwitch ; 
Somearethrownin,ſomearethrownout,--Some,&c. 


And ſome thrown in the ditch, 
Vet a hunting, &c. 


At laſt from ſtrength to faintnefs worn, 
Poor reynard ceaſes flight ; 
Then weary homeward we return, - Then weary, &c. 


And drink away the night. 
And a drinking, &c. 


— — —— — — —— — 
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8 Adapted to the times. Tune of the foregoing. 

1 B EH OLD upon the ſwelling wave, 

With ſtreaming pendants gay, 

W || Ourgallant ſhips invite the waves, Our gallant, &c, 

While glory leads the way. 

And a cruiſing we will go, —oho, obo, obo, 
And a cruiſing we will go, obo, oho, obo, 
A cruifing we will go,. —0 oho, 

And a cruiſing we will go. 


— 


— —— — 


— 
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Ve beauteous maids, your ſmiles beſtow, 
For if you prove unkind, 

How can we hope to beat the foe ; — Hou can, &c. | f 
We leave our hearts behind. 13 


When a cruiſing, &c. | I 
See Hardy's flag once more diſplayed ; 
Upon the deck he ſtands ; 
Old England's glory ne'er can fadey— 01d, &c. 
Or tarniſh in his hands. 


® 


So a cruiſing, &c. 


| 
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Be England to herſelf but true, 
To France defiance hurl'd; 
Give peace, America, with you, Give peace, &c 
And war with all the world. 
ZE And a cruiſing, &e. 
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Tur ſpring newly dawning invites ev'ry flow'r 

To bloſſom again on the mead or the bowꝰ r, 

Though ſports on each plain the young ſhepherds 
prepare, 

To me they're unpleaſing if Jocky's not there. 

15 T hoaugh ſports, &c. 
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Let winter its horrors ſpread wide o'er the ſcene, 
And nought but its gloom on each object be ſeen, 
To me e'en a deſert ſeems lovely and fair, 
If fortune decrees that my Jocky is there... 
Though ſports, &c. 
* 
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H OW pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
Wha,roams o'er the watery main! 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 


F 
| SN But chearfully ſpends all his gain. 


&c. } 


We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 


a To honour and honeſty true, 
«0 And would not commit a baſe aQion, 
For power or profit in view, 
Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 
Goes thorough the world, brave boys, 


0 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life, 

The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
Which plenty too often breeds ftrife. 


zherds 


— — — 
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When terrible tempeſts aſſail us. 
And mountainous bellows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
{| But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. + 
; Tien why ſyould, &c. 


The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
Than we, that, to politicks ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 
The various bleſfings of nature, 
In various nations we try, 
No mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Then why ſhould, &c» Mi 
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Ye nymphs, *tis true to Colin's train 
I've often liſten'd in the grove, 
And can ye blame me that a ſwain 
Like Colin ſhould engage my love? 


Alas, could I my heart ſecure, 
_ Valeſs to worth and merit blind, 
Ab, ſay, cou'd you yourſelves endure 
| To flight a ſwain fo true and kind! 


f 


Na 
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When truth conveys the tender tale, 
And honour breathes the ſhepherds ſigh, 
Love o'er diſcretion will prevail, 
To ſhun its power in vain we try. 
C. 
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ThE Brer-DRINKING BRITONS. 


Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. ARNE. 


; VE true honeſt Britons, who love your own land, 
Whoſe ſires were ſo brave, fo victorious and free, 
Who always beat France when they took her in 
hand, | | 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me; 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 
Let us ſing our own treaſures, old England's 
good cheer, 
The profits and pleaſures of /tout Britiſh beer; 
Your wine-tippling, dram-fipping fellows 


retreat, 
| But your beer-drinking Britons can never be 
4 beat, But your, &Cc. 
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The French with their vineyards are meagre and 
pale, 

They drink of the ſqueezings of halferipen'd 

fruit; | 

But we who have hop-grounds to mellow our ale, | | 


Are roſy and plump, and have freedom to boot. 
Let us Aug, &c, 


Shou'd the French dare invade us, thus arm'd with 
our poles, 
We'll bang their bare ribs, make their _ 
jaws ring; 
For your beef- eating, e 8 Britons are 
ſouls, 
Who will ſhed their laſt drop for their Country 


and King. 
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Let & fie. 
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SONG 81. 


Sung in Lovs ix A VILLAGE, 


| YouNG 1am, and fore afraid: 
Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtray? . 

& Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 


9 


/ 
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Men too often we believe; 
And ſhou'd you my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 
Sure my tender heart wou'd break. 
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Tei, me, tell me, charming creature, 
| Will you never eaſe my pain! 
s Muſt I die for ev'ry feature? 


Muſt I always love in vain ? 
The deſire of admiration, 

Is the pleaſure you purſue: 
Prithee, try a laſting paſſion, 
Such a love as mine for you. 


Tears and fighing could not move you, 
For a lover ought to dare: 
When I plaialy told I lov'd you, 
Then you ſaid I went too far, 
Are ſuch giddy ways beſeeming ? 
Will my dear be fickle till ? 
Conqueſt is the joy of women, 
Let their ſlaves be what they will, 


\ 
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| Your negle& with torments fill me, 
And my deſp' rate thoughts increaſe; 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, 
You will have a lover leſs. 
If your wand' ring heart is beating 
For new lovers, let it be; 
But when you have done coquetting, 
Name a day, and fix on me. 


| 
| 
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SAY, lovely peace, that grac'd our iſle, 

Why you withdraw th' indulgent ſmile ? 

Is it, you fly the ſons of fame, 

That they the pride of France may tame ? 
Fer Mars is rouz'd to war's alarms, 

F And calls th: Britons forth to arms, 


Our chiefs, renown'd upon the main, 
| Once more in arms thine forth again, 
1 Whoſe ſteady courage dares oppoſe 


And ſtem the pow'r of Gallic foes : 
For Mars, &c. | 


What ſtate but does its fate deplore, | 
. Where' er the Britiſh thunders rore ? od 


| 
| 
* 
| 
| 
| 
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All, all muſt in ſubjection bow? 


And to Britannia's ſons *tis due: 
For Mars, &c. 


As Rome of old her terrors hurl'd, 

And prov'd the miſtreſs of the world, 

The globe itſelf muſt ſubject be 

; To -Albion's ſons, who rule the ſea : 
1 Fer Mars, &c. 

Ariſe, ariſe to war's great call ; 

Prepare to meet th* audacious Gaul; 

And in return for all your toils, 


Return with victory and ſpoils ; 
For Mars, &c. 
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S ON & B84. 
Sung in Love In A VII LACE. 


' How happy were my days till now ! 

I ne'er did ſorrow feel; 

With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning-wheel. 

My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I ſung, 

'Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 
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O!] the fool, the filly, filly fool, 
That truſts what man may be; 
I with I was a maid again, 
And in my own country. 
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SONG 85. 


Upon a Candle ; by two Gentlemen. 
Tune, The Laſs of Patie's Mill. 


Firſt Gentleman. 
Is vain my taper burns, 
And lends its feeble ray 
Until my Fair returns, 
How tedious is delay? 
When Stella is away, 
The ſun's no longer bright; 
Her preſence brings the day, 
Her abſence leaves the night. 


Second Gentleman. 


When Phœbus' beams are gone, 
And Cynthia's face we view; 

Each mortal eye would mourn, 

Were't not for help from you: 


? 


wo 
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For, aided by the glance, 
I Mira's charms ſtill find; 

But wiſh thee kick'd to France, 
Whene'er the fair ſeems kind. 
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Taz PrerrFECTIONS OF TRUE LOVE. 
Tune, Alloa Honſe. . 


2 Trere liv'd, long ago, in a country place, 

A clever young lad who lov'd a young laſs ; 

Þ She lov'd him again, and, oh! wonder to hear, 
No offers could move her, ſhe lov'd him ſo dear: 
The lord of the manor took it in his head, 

To tempt her to leave him, and come to his bed; 


He offer'd her jewels, and baubles, and rings; 
F | But ſhe ſlighted his offers, refus'd his gay things. 


He told her, he'd make her as fine as a queen, 

WH Her gown ſhould be (ilk, and her cap colberteen ; 

| But ſhe ſaid, Linſey-woolſey and bore-lace wou'd 
ſerve, 

And rather than oleaſe him ſhe'd venture to ſtarve, 

|. He told her, he'd give her a pad to ride out, 

Or a coach, if ſhe lik'd it, to travel about; 


3 


/ 


{ 


Two 


| 


. 


„ 7 „ 


124 ell 7 A. , * 

— 
She thank*d him, but ſaid, ſhe cou'd very well wa!k | 
And ſnhou'd ſhe have a coach, how the neighbour; 


wou'd talk. 


He ſaid, For the neighbours, he*d make it his care, 
That not even the parſon on Sundays ſhould dare 
To cenſure her conduct, or offer to blame 
Her manner of living, or blaſt her good name. 

She told him, In ſhort, he muſt e'en be content, 

For jewels or gold ſhou'd ne*er bribe her conſent; 
Her heart was another's, and ſo ſhou'd remain, be 
And ſhe fcorn'd to be falſe for the lucre of gain, 4 | | 
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Sung in Tur Maip oF THE MiLL, 


Oops my life ! ſearch England over, 
If you match her in her ſtation, 

ll be bound to fly the nat ion; 
And be ſure as well I love her. 


Do but feel my heart a beating, 
Still her pretty name repeating ; 
Here's the work 'tis always at, 


Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat. . 


2 et 
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| When ſhe makes the muſic tinkle. 
| What on earth can ſweeter be! 
1 | Then her little eyes ſo twinkle, 
'Tis a feaſt to hear and ſee. . 
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JemMyY and NANNY... 
Set by Dr. Ax x, and ſung at Marybone Gardens. 


| Warn innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, - 
w Upon a green meadow or under a tree, 
E'er Nanny became a fine lady in town, 
How lovely and loving and bonny was ſhe; 
' Rouze up in the morning my beautiful Nanny, 
Let no new whim take thy faricy from me, 
Oh ! as thou art bonny be faithful as any, 
' Favour thy Jemmy, favour thy Jemmy, 
Favour thy Jemmy who doats upon the. 


Can the death of a linnet give Nanny the ſpleen, 
Can loſing of trifles a heart-aching he, 
Can lap-dogs and monkies draw tears from thoſe 
een, 
That look with indiff rence on poor dying me: 


\ 
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Rovze up thy reaſon my beautiful Nanny, 
Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me; 

Oh! as thou art bonny be faithful as any, 

Think on thy Jemmy, think on thy Jemmy, «| 
Think on thy Jemmy who doats upon thee, 


O think my dear charmer on ev'ry ſweet hour, 

That ſlide away ſoftly between thee and me, | | 
Eꝰ'er ſquirrels and baux and their fopp*ry had pow'r, 

To rival my love and impoſe upon thee: 

Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 

Let thy deſires be all center'd in me, | 
Oh ! as thou art bonny,” be prudent as any, 0 
Love thy own Jemmy, love thy own Jemmy, 

Love thy own Jemmy who doats upon thee, 
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SON G89. 
To the Tune of BesSty BELL, 


Come let us ſtudy night and day, 
T@fit us for our ſtation, | 
That when we're men we parts may play 

Are uſeful to our nation. 


W-CECILIL 127 


— nnn 


For now's the time, when we are young, 
To fix our views on merit ; | 
Water its buds, and make the tongue | 
And action ſuit the ſpirit, | 


This all the fair and wiſe approve, 
We know it by your ſmiling z 
And while we gain reſpect and love, | 
Our ſtudies are not toiling: | 
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Such application gives delight, 
And in the end proves gainful; 

„ Tho' mony a dark and lifeleſs wight 

May think it hard and painful. 


** 
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Then never let us think our time 
And care, when thus employed, 
Are thrown away, but deem't a crime, 
When youth's by ſloth deſtroyed ; 
'Tis only active ſouls can riſe 
To fame and all that's ſplendid, | 
And favour, in theſe conqu'ring eyes, 
*Gainſt whom no heart's defended. 


' 
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S O V G 90. 
Tune, Tux VzLIIOw-Han'b L ADI. 


P OO R Strephon diſtracted *twixt hope and deſpair 
| For Chloris, fo lovely, ſo youthful and fair ; 
he kiſs'd and embrac'd her, and often did ſay, 

* My deareſt ſweet Chloris, pray here with me ſtay. 
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In haſte ſhe reply'd, my dear Strephon, be gone, 
For if we're cſpied; I am quite undone 
For my parents forbid al my paſſion for you, 
$ So generous Strephon for ever adieu. 


Our parents may couple, but they can't make love, 
My paſlion is ſtronger, it ſprings from above; 


For tho” I had lov'd you at my parents defire, . 

| It neither had added nor ta'en from the fire. , 
- You love me; Ifly you, though I love you as much, T 
| But dare not avow it, my fate it is ſuch ;- T 
But I'll live a platonic as chaſte as deſire, T 

| And Chloris? affection ſhall never expire. T! 


l am quite tranſported to think that you love, 
But the living without you theſe comforts remove 

For I'm no Platonic, I ſoar not ſo high. 

I graſp at the ſubſtance, muſt have it or die. 


| Wi 
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In Pals E or THE Town or HAbppixc rox. 


By a young Gentleman, 


O Wok Tux HAaDDINGTON! unrivall'd town, 
For honour in an age corrupted ſhown 
While o'er fair CALEDON1A's fruitful ſoil 
Each Rayal Borough falls a venal ſpoil, 
While ev'n ED1x A's once unblemiſh'd breaſt 
ls by the violating monſter preſt ; 
Do thou untouch'd, and ſelf defended ſtand 
A beauteous pattern to a purchas'd land, 


Tho? malice may thy conduct now defame, 
And ſlaves of power thy honeſt zeal may blame; 
Fear not the juſtice of thy cauſe ſhould fail, 
For everlaſting truth will ſtill prevail : 
The time ſhall come, Oh! may it ſoon arrive, 
That to thy choice ſhall laſting praiſes sive; ; 
That ſhall repay in equitable coin 
The wrongs of GLAasGow's Magiſtrates and thine. 


ch, 


Still may you flouriſh, HapDiNGTox. and thrive, 
And all thy honeſt Sons in plenty live; 
May wealth within thy walls for ever wait, 
May peace and freedom guard your friendly gate: 


ve; 
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Long may true patriots rule your happy gown, 

Long keep your chaſtity of fair renown, 

Long: boaſt the prize of faith and virtue won, 
And give a title to a HAMILTON. 


— $1 9— „„ 
Tune, Gir DrRor. 


r lbs I ſcorn'd love's mighty ſway, 
And ſmil'd at Cupid's pow'r; 
t Unmov'd, inſenfible, and gay, 
Indiff' rent and ſecure. 


1 
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8 The God, te puniſh my diſdain, 
Prepar*d th* acuteſt dart; | 
Pointed with rage, and wing'd with pain, 

It reach'd my defiin'd heart, 


From Peggy's bright reſiſtleſs eyes 
Il caught the ſubtle fire; 

1 My paſſion gather'd new ſupplies, 

| And roſe to pure defire, 


But ſhe, alas! (kke me before) 
Is deaf while I complain 3 


And ev "ry favour I implore, 
Moeets nought but cold diſdain. 
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Tune, The maid that's made for love and me. 
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O GznTLE ſhepherds, ſaw ye paſs, 
As tripping o'er the flow'ry graſs, 
A beauteous maid as fair as ſnow, 
As nimble as the winds that blow. 


Whoſe looks are ſweet, and gay her mein, 
All graceful as the Cyprian queen, 


5 Black as the ſloes her ſparkling eyes, 
g Where little Cupid baſking lyes. 


Whoſe ſprightly wit's beyond compare 
Her graceful turas of thought declare; 
Whoſe face and breaſt ſtill more combine, 
To tel] mankind that ſhe's divine. 


The t'other morn the rogue ſurpris*d 
My heart, of danger unadvis'd ; 
Now, conſcious of my fate, ſhe roves 
In queſt of other ſportive loves, 


In vain, ye ſwains, ſhall I purſue 
The fair, if uninform'd by you; 
| Then ye, whoſe breaſts compaſſion move, 
& O! tell me where to find my love. 
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And ye, bright Nymphs, too, lend your aid 


To puniſh an inconſtant maid z 
Ah!] ſeize the little wand'ring toy, 
The ſource of envy, ſource of joy. £4 
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You NG Strephon addreſs'd me politely one day, | : | f 
And warmly deſir'd I'd be kind, a 

I fillily bluſh'd, and had nothing to ſay, 
But Sir, I'm not in the mind. 


| Well not quite diſcourag'd, he rally'd once more, 
And hop'd better uſage to find : 

He vow'd he'd be conſtant, and ſigh, and adore, 
But then, I was not in the mind. 


. F 
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| The man having courage aſſaulted again, 

| And beg'd I'd be better inclin'd ; 

5 II wonder, ſays I, at thoſe impudent men, 
20 | I tell you, Pm not in the mind, 
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There's fate in old numbers, as gipfics report, 
By fatal experience I find: 

The youth went to ſeek him a miſtreſs at court, 
And ſoon found a girl in the miad. 


How can I recall him, alas! *tis in vain, 
To ev'ry kind look he'll be blind; 

Ye virgins, be wiſe, nor when too late complain, 
But take the good man in the mind. 


«0-0-0 = 4 + D=$= DDS Sn Se: o -o Doe Die Se 


Wuar's THAT ro You. 
Tune, The Glancing of her Apron. 


Mr Jeany and I have toil'd 
The live-lang ſimmer-day, 

»Till we, amaiſt, were ſpoil'd 
At making of the hay: 

Her curchy was of Holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bonny brow, 

I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear; 
But what's that to you ? 
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Her ſtockings were of kerſy green, 


There is nae beniſon like mine, 
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As tight as ony filk : 
O lic a leg was never ſeen, 
Her ſkin was white as milk : 
Her hair was black as ane cou'd with, . 
And ſweet, ſweet was her mou” : 
Oh! Jeany daintily can kiſs ; ; 
But what's that to you? 5 


The roſe and lily baith combine, 
To make my Jeany fair, 


I have amaiſt nae care; 

Only 1 fear my Jeany's face, 
May cauſe mae men to rue, 
And that may gar me ſay, Alas! 

But what's that to you ? 


Conceal thy beauties, if thou can 
Hide that ſweet face of thine, 

Tbat I may only be the man 
Enjoys theſe looks divine, 

O do not proſtitute, my dear, 
Wonders to comman view, 

And I with faithful heart ſhall [wears 
For ever to be true. 


S"CECILI 4. 135 


— S k 


King Solomon had wives enew, - 


And mony a concubinez 
But I enjoy a bliſs mair true, 
His joys were ſhort of mine; 
And jeany's bappier than they, 
She ſeldom wants her due; 
All debts of love to her I pay, 
And what's that to you? 
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TuRk was a wife won'd in a glen, 
And ſhe had dochters nine or ten, 
That ſought the houſe baith but and ben 
To find their mam a ſniſhing *. 
The auld wife ayont the fire, 
The auld wife anieſt the fire, 
- The auld wife aboon the fire, 
She died for lack of ſniſhing. 


* Sniſhing, in its literal meaning, is' ſnuff made of tobacco, 
but in this Song it means ſometimes, contentment, a kuſbends 
love, money, &. N 
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Her mill into ſome kole had fawn, 
Whatrecks, quo? ſhe, let it be gawn, 
For I maun hae a young goodman 
Shall furniſh me with ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


Fler eldeſt doehter faid right bauld, 
Fy, mother, mind that now ye're auld, 
And if you with a yonker wald, 
Heil waſte away your ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


The youngeſt dochter ga'e a ſhout, 
O mother dear! your teeth's a' out, 
Beſides, ha'f blind, ye hae the gout, 
Your mill can had nae ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


Ye lie, ye limmers, crics auld mump, 
For I hae baith a tooth and ſtump, 
And will nae Tanger live in dump, 


By wanting of my ſniſhing. þ- 
The auld wife, &c. | 


Thole ye, ſays Peg, that pauky ſlut, 
| Mather, if you can crack a nut, 
| Then we will a* conſent to it, 
That you ſhall have a ſuiſhing. 
The auld wiſe, &c. 
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The auld ane did agree to that, 
And they a piſtol- bullet gat 
She powerfully began to crack, 


To won herſeP a ſniſhing. 


The auld wife; &c. 
Braw ſport it was to ſee her chow't, 
And 'tween her gums ſae ſqueez and row't, 
While frae her jaws the ſlaver flow'd, 


And ay ſhe curſt poor ſtumpy. 
The auld wife, &c. 
At laſt ſhe gae a deſperate ſqueez, 


Which brak” the lang tooth by the neez; 
And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at caſe, 
But ſhe tint hopes of ſniſhing, 


The auld wife, &c. 


She of the taſk began to tire, 
And frae her dochters did retire, 
Syne lean'd her down ayont the fire, 


And died for lack. of ſniihing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


Ye auld wives, notice well this truth, 
As ſoon as ye' re paſt mark of mouth, 
Ne'er do what's only fit for youth, 
And leave aff thoughts of ſniſhing : 
Elſe, like this wife ayont the fire, 


Your bairns againſl you wil! conſpire; 
Nor will ye get. unleſs ye hire, 
A young man with your ſniſhins, 
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Compoſed by a Gentleman of Greenwich, 


| Wuar thoꝰ they call me country ſquire, 
I think I'm fit for ſomething bigher ; 
A ſtateſman's poſt I much admire ; 

| O!. could I fee the day: | 
If Fortune would attend my call, | 
At court, at parliament; or hall, | i 
I'd ſharp the braveſt of them all, 5 5 

: 

| 


IWith a fland hy clear the nay. 


Surrounded by ſome cringing bands, 
That wait for favours at my hands, 
I'd promiſe what Lnever intend, 
| 0! could I ſee the day: | 

' I'd play fo fine before my king, 
l bring him into any thing: 
And then, O! how I'll take my fling, 

With a fland by clear the way, | 


19 


Then for liveries lac'd with gold, 
And purſes full of caſh untold, 
I'd ride oer Debonaires fo bold, 


ol could Tee the day: 


F 


fe 
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Thus ever eaſy ever gay, 
New ſchemes ſhall paſs the night away, 
And intereſt crown the growing day, 
With a fland by—clear the-ways 


SONO 98. 


Tart BTISS TUI LoVYER. 


Tune, The Spinning- Wheel. 


a: frown no more on me, my dear,. 
Nor let your looks be fo ſevere ; 

But one kind. glance on me beſtow ,. 

Or ſend me to. the ſhades below, 

By Heaven! my heart is all your own; 
O! flight me not, nor let me moan z 
But turn once more, my dear, be kind, 
And let me your affections bind, 


Ye Gods! how happy now am I, 
That have ſuch ſweetneſs in my eye? 
At laſt with ſmiles you've met my fears, 
And now at length my ſpirit chears. 
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No mortal ſure was e'er fo o bleſs'd ; 
O! let me now my dear careſs; 
Thoſe charming eyes doth me delight, 
And breaſts, no driven fnow fo white. 


Nature in you hath Iaviſh been, 
To exceed all { e'er have ſcen: 
(1 let me claſp thy Nender waiſt, 
And now, my dear, one kind embrace: 
My trembling hands, my pulſe beats high, 
I'm ſure the happy minute's nigh ; 
O! hide thy bluſhes in my breaſt, 
Prepare, my dear, to meet the reſt. 


That ſhe gave ear to all he ſaid: 

He kiſs'd, and preſs'd, and ſhe careſs'd, 
And now ſhe thought ſecurely blefs'd ; 
But after all the pleaſing toy, 

That human perſon could enjoy, 

He left the girl to moan her fate, 

And ſhe repents, when tis too late. 


His ſoothing tongue fo charm'd the maid, 
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Tre wanton god who pierces hearts, 

Dips in gall his pointed darts, 

But the nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 
Roſy wine, roſy wine, 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine, 


Farewell, Lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 
if 1 am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd, 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 
To rid me of dull company. 
Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
To rid me of dull company, 


They have their charms while mine can pleaſe, 
love them much, but more my eaſe; : 
Jealous fears me ne'er moleſt, 

Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 
Break my reſt, break my reſt, 
Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 


5 Why ſhould they ever give me pain, 
Wo to give me joy diſdain ! 


eee 
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All I hope of mortal man, 

Is to love me while he can, 

* While he can, while he can, 
2 Is to love me while he can. 
gl | Hoo out . 6 du Hd 0 <0 00D <0 0--D= DS | | 
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; Lr us drink and be merry, dance, joke, and % 
G rejoice, | 


With claret, canary, theorbo and voice; . 
The changeable world to our joys are unjuſt, 4 5 
And all pleaſure's ended when we are in duſt. mM 
In mirth let us ſpend our ſpare hours and our pence, 
For we ſhall be paſt it an hundred years hence. 


The butterfly courtier, that pageant of ſtate, 
The mouſe-trap of honour, and May-game of fate ; 
For all his ambition, his freaks and his tricks, 
He muſt die like a bumpkin, and fall into Styx: 
His plot againſt death's but a lender pretencez; 
Who'll take his place from him an hundred years 

hence? 8 | 

The beautiful bride, who with garlands is crown'd, 
And kills with each glance as ſhe treads on the 


ground; 


* 
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Her littering dreſs does caſt ſuch a ſplendor, 
As if none were fit but the ftars to attend her; 
A'tho? ſhe is pleaſant, and ſweet to the ſenſe, 


She'll be d——ble mouldy an hundred years 
| hence. 7 
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The right-hearted ſoldier, who's a 6 to 
ſear, 

Calls up all his ſpirits when danger is near; 

He labours and fights, great honour to gain, 

And certainly thinks it will ever remain; 

gut virtue and courage prove in vain a pretence, 

To flouriſh his ſtandard an hundred years hence. 
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The merchant who ventures his all on the main, 
Not doubting to graſp what the Indics contain, 
He buzzes and buſtles like a bee in the ſpring, 

Vet knows not what harveſt the autumn will bring; 1 
Tho? fortune's great queen ſhould load him with 1 
pence, | 1 
He'il ne'er reach the market an hundred years 
hence, 
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"The rich bawling lawyer, who by fools wrang- | 1 
ling ſtrife, 14 | | 
Can ſpin out a ſuit to the end of a life; C | 


| 
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A ſuit which the client does wear out in flav'ry, 

| Whilſt the pleader makes conſcience a cloak for his 
knav'ry; 25 
Tho? he boaſts of his cunning, and brags of his ſenſe. 
He'll be non t inventus an hundred years hence, 


The pluſh-coated quack, who, his fees to enlarge, 
Kills people by licence, and at their own charge; 
He builds up fair ſtructures with ill-gotten wealth, 

By the dregs of a piſs-pot, and ruins of health: 
1 By the treaſures of health he pretends to diſpence, 
He'll beturn'd into mummy an hundred years hence. 


The meagre-chop'd uſ'rer, who on hundreds gets 
twenty, f 

But ſtarves in his wealth, and pines in his ny, 
Lays up for a ſeaſon he never will ſee, 
The year of one thouſand nine hundred and three: 
He muſt change all his houſes, hi: lands and his rents, 
For a worm-eaten coffin an hundred years hence. 


The learned divine, with all his pretenſions 

To knowledge ſuperior, and heavenly manſions; 
-Who lives by the tithe of other folks labour, 
Yet expects that his ble ſſing be receiv'd as afavour; 

| Tho! he talks of the ſpirit, and bewilders our ſenſe, 
Knows not what will come of him an hundred j 
years hence. 
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| Thus health, wealth and beauty, wit, learning 


Since pleaſures abound, let us ever be taſting, 
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The poet himſelf, who ſo loftily ſings, 
And ſcorns any ſubject but heroes or kings, 
Muſt to the capricio of fortune ſubmit, 
Which will make a fool of him, in ſpite of his wit; 
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and ſenſe, 
Muſt all come to nothing an hundred years hence. 
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Why ſhould we turmoil then in cares and in 
fears, 


By converting our joys into ſighs and to tears ? 
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And drive away ſorrow, while vigour is laſting, 
We'll kiſs the briſk damſels, that we may from 
thence | 


Have brats to ſucceed us an hundred years hence. 
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The true-hearted maſon, who acts on the ſquare, 
And lives within compaſs, by rules that are fair; 
Whilſt honour, and cunſcience, approve all his 

deeds, 
As virtue and prudence directs, he proceeds, 
With friendſhip and love, diſcretion and ſenſe, 


Leaves a pattern for brothers, an hundred years 
hence, 
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Nansr's to the green-wood gane, 

To hear the gowdſpink chatt'ring, 
And Willie he has followed her, 

To gain her love by flatt'ring : 
But a? that he cou'd ſay or do, 

She geck'd and ſcorned at him; 
And ay when he began to woo, 

She bid him mind wha gat him. 


What ails ye at my dad, quoth he, 
My minny or my aunty ? 

With croudy mowdy they fed me. 
Lang-kail and ranty-tanty : 

With banpocks of good barley-meal, 
Of thae there was right plenty, 

With chapped ſtocks fu' butter'd well; 
And was not that right dainty ? 


Although my father was nae laird, 
Tis daffin to be vaunty, 

He keepit ay a good kail-yard, 
A ha' houſe and a pantry : 
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A good blew bonnet on his head, 
An ourlay *bout his craggy 
And ay until the day he dy'd, 
He rade on good ſhanks naggy, 


Now wae and wander on your ſnout, 

Wad ye hae bonny Nanſy ? 

' Wad ye compare yourſell to me, 
A docken tull a tanſy ? 

I have a wooer of my ain, 

They ca' him ſouple Sandy, 

And well I wat his bonny mou' 

Is ſweet like ſugar-candy. 


Wow, Nanſy, what needs a' this din, 
Do I not ken this Sandy? 
I'm ſure the chief of a' his kin, 
Was Rob the beggar randy : 
His minny Meg upo? her back 
Bare baith him and his billy; 
Will ye compare a naſty pack 
To me, your winſome Willy? 


My gutcher leav'd a good braid ſword, 
Tho! it be auld and ruſty, 

Yet ye may tak it on my word, 

It is baith ſtout and truſty : 
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And if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneaſy, 

I ſhall lay baith my Jugs in pawn, 
That be ſhall get a heezy. 


Then Nanſy turn'd her round about, 
And ſaid, Did Sandy hear ye, 

Ye wadna mifs to get a clout ; 
I ken he diſna fear ye: 

Sae had your tongue and ſay nae mair, 
Set ſome where elſe your fancy; 


For as lang*s Sandy's to the fore, | 
Le never ſhall get Nanſy. , 5 
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Tune, The kirk wad let me be. 


"T's I have ſeven braw new gowns 

And ither ſeven better to mak, 
And yet for a my new gowns, 

My wooer has turn'd his back. 
Beſides, I have ſeven milk ky, 

And Sandy he has but three; 
And yet for a? my good ky, 

The ladie winna haꝰe me. 
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My dady's a delver of dikes, 
My mither can card and can ſpin, 
And I am a fine fodgel laſs, 
And the filler comes linkin in, | 
The ſiller comes linkin in, 9 
And it is fu? fair to ſee, | 
And fifty times wow! O wow! 
What ails the lads at me ? 


Whenever our Baty does bark, 


Then faſt to the door I rin, 
To ſee gin ony young ſpark 


| R Will light and venture but in; 

But never a ane will come in, 
Tho? mony a ane gaes by, 

Syne far ben the houſe Irin; 
And a weary wightam J. 


When I was at my firſt pray*rs, 
I pray'd but anes i' the year, 
I wiſh*d for a handſome young lad, 
And a lad with muckle gear. 
When I was at my neiſt pray'rs, 
I pray'd but now and than, 
faſn'd na my head about gear, 
If I got a handſome young man. 
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Now when I'm at my laſt pray'rs, 
I pray on baith vight and day, 
And O if a beggar wad come, 
With that ſame beggar I'd gae.. 
And GC! and what'll come o' me! 
And O] and what'll I do? 
That fic a braw lafliz as L 
Shou'd die for a wooer I trow. 
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85 Maps, let your lovers languiſh, 
2 ik you'd have them conſt ant prove; 


Doubts, and fears, and fighs, and anguiſh, 
Are the chains that faſten love 


* focky woo'd, and I conſented; 
Soon as e'er I heard his tale; 
He, with conqueſt quite contented, 
Boaſting, rov'd around the vale, 
Maidens, tet your lovers, &c. 


Now he doats on ſcornful Molly, 
Who rejects him with difdain ;- 
Love's a ftrange bewitehing folly, 
Never pleas'd without ſome pain. 
Maidens, tet your lovers, &c. 
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He. 


Or all comforts I miſcarried, 

When I play'd the ſot and married; 

Tis a trap, there's none need doubt on't, 
Thoſe that are in wou'd fain get out on't. 


She. 
Fie! my dear, pray come to bed, 
That napkin take and bind your head, 
Too much drink your brains have dos'd, 
You'll be quite alter'd when repos'd. 
He. 
»Oons! 'tis all one if I'm up or lye down, 
For, as ſoen as the cock crows, Ill be gone. 
She. 


'Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me ; 
Was I, was I made a wife to lye alone? 


He. 


From your arms myſelf divorcing, 
I this morn muſt ride a · courſing; 
A ſport that far excels a madam, 
Or all the wives have been fince Adam, 


\ 


* 


3 wk. 
r 


- p J 
i — —— U 
rr — 


Poa 


- 

4 — 4 

* 2 * — 
. ; * * 
XR . 


n 
K * . — 1 
* n 2 


—— Yo” - 


= XS. 
_— 2 £2 


- © N 
— 
— — 


© > & # — 4 PE I 
=- > — AD +> 3*<a 
2 —— I 
z —— RT 
- LS 


* 

_ 
— — 
. _s 


* 


| 


I, when thus Ive loſt my due, 
Muſt hug my pillow wanting you; 
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She. 


And whilſt you tope it all the day, 


Regale in cups of harmleſs tea. 
He. 
Pox, what care I! drink your flops *till you die; 


Yonder's brandy will keep me a month from home, 
She. 


If thus parted, I'm broken-hearted; 
When I, when l ſend for you, my dear, pray come. 


He. 
' Ere I be from rambling hindred, 
Pll renounce my ſpouſe and kindred; 
To be ſober ve no leiſure, 
What's a man without his pleaſure ! 
5 She. 
To my grief then I muſt ſee 
Strong wine and Nantz my rivals be; 
Whilſt you carouſe it with your blades, 
Poor I fit ſtitching with my maids, 
a He. 
Zounds! you may go to your goſſips, you know, 
And there, if you meet with a friend, pray do. 
a She. | 


- Go, ye joker, go, provoker, 


Never, never ſhall I meet a man like you. 5 


| 


; 
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GenTLY touch the warbling lyre, 
Chloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt, 
Fill her ſoul with fond deſire, 
Softeſt notes will footh her breaſt x 
Pleafing dreams aſſiſt in love, | 
Let them all propitious prove. 
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On the moſſy bank ſhe lyes, 
(Nature's verdant velvet bed,) 
Beauteous flowers meet her eyes, 
Forming pillows for her head : 
Zephyrs waft their odours round, 
And indulging whiſpers ſound. 
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SONG 106. 
In Imitation of the foregoing, 


GExTL v ſtir and blow the fire, 
Lay the mutton down to roaſt, 
Get me, quick, 'tis my defire, 
In the dreeping-pan a toaſt ; 


| That my hunger may remove 
Matton is the meat I love. 


W154 S"CECILI A. 


— 


On the dreſſer, ſee, it lyes: 
Oh ! the charming white and red. 
Finer meat ne'er met my eyes, 
On the ſweeteſt graſs it fed: 
| Swiftly make the jack go round, 
Let me have it nicely brown'd. 


On the table ſpread the cloth, 
Let the knives be ſharp and clean: 
Pickles get of every ſort, 
And a ſalad criſp and green; 
| | Then with ſmall beer and ſparkling wine, ; 
Z ol ye gods! how I ſhall dine. ? 
| 
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Hopes of the Mill and buxom NELL. 


* 
8 


—— 


| Youns Roger of the mill, 
F One morning very ſoon, 
| Put on his beſt apparel, | | 
New hoſe and clouted ſhoon: 
And he a-wooing came 
To bonny buxom Nell, 
4 Dear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt fancy me! | 
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I like thee wondrous well. 
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& I'm not in ſuch a haſte 
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My horſes I have dreſs'd, 4 
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And gi'en them corn and hay, 
Put on my beſt apparel; 
And having come this way, 
Let's fit and chat a while e | 
With thee, my bonny Nell: 
Dear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt fancy me, 
I'ſe like thy perſon well, 


Young Roger, you're miſtaken, 
The damſcl then reply'd, 


To be a ploughman's bride; 
Know 1 then live in hopes 
To marry a farmer's ſon : 
If it be ſo, ſays Hodge, Il go, 
Sweet miſtreſs I have done, 


Your horfes you have dreſs'd, 
Good Hodge, I heard you ſay; 
Put on your beſt apparel, 
And being come this way, 
Come ſit and chat a while, 
no indeed, not I, 
len neither wait, nor fit, nor prate, cl 
„% Pye other fiſh to fry.” '4 
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Go take your farmer's ſon, 
With all my honeſt heart: 
What tho' my name be Roger, 
That goes at plough and cart? 
I need not tarry long, 
I ſoon may gain a wife ; 
There's buxom Joan, it is well known, 
She loves me as her life. 


Pray, what of buxom Joan ? 
Can't I pleaſe you as well ? 

For ſhe has nc'er a penny, 
And | am buxom Nell; 

And I have fifty ſhillings, | 

| (The money made him ſmile.) | 

Oh! then, my dear, I'll draw a chair, 
And chat with thee a while, 


— 


| Within the ſpace of half. an · hour 
This couple a bargain ſtruck; 
Hoping that with their money 
They both wou'd have good luck, 
To your fifty I've forty, 
With which a cow we'll buy 
We'll join our hands in wedlock-bands, 
Then who but you and I? | 


eee 
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He's aye a-kiſſiug, killing, aye a- kiffing me. 


I inna hae the miniſter, for a' bis godly looks, 
Vor yet will I the lawyer hae, for a' h's wylie crooks; 6 


N 


[ winna hae the ploughman-lad, nor yet will I the 7} 
miller, 
But I will hae my Sands lad, without ae penny filler, - 


For he's aye a-kifſing, &Cc. 


| 
| 


; | 
| IJ winna hae the ſodger lad, for he gangs to the 


war, 


winna hae the failor-lad, becauſe he ſmells o' tar; 
I winna hae the lord nor laird, for a' their mickle 
gear, : 
But 1 will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the 1 
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SONG 108, | 

His ayz 4a KISSILG Me, 4 

1 I winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee, ö j 
| winaa marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee | | 1 

[ winna hae the dominee, for good he canna' be; 
But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the lee, i 
1 

For he's aye a-kiſſing, kiſſing, aye a-kiſling me, 1 
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Joe RET TO THE FAIR. 


Twas on the morn of ſweet May- day, 
When Nature painted all things gay, 
Taught birds to ſing and lambs to play, 

And gild the meadows fair; 
Young Jockey, early in the morn 


Aroſe, and tript it o'er the lawn; 
His Sunday's coat the youth put on, 
For Jenny had vow'd away to run 
With Jockey to the Fair; 7 | 
For Jenny had vow'd, &c, 


| 
: 


The chearful parifh bells had rung, 
With eager ſteps he trudg'd along, 
With flow'ry garlands round him bung, 

Which ſhepherds us'd to wear; 
He tapt the window, Haſte, my dear; 
Jenny impatient cried, Who's there ? 
'Tis I, my love, and no one near, 
Step gently down, you've nought to fear, 

With Jockey to the Fair; 

Step gently down, &c. 


. 
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| 5 Behold the ring, the ſhepherd cry'd, 
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My dad and mammy's faſt aces, 

My brother's up, and with the ſheep 

And will you ſtill your promiſe keep 
Which I have heard you ſwear ; 


| And will you ever conſtant prove; 


I I will by all the Powers above, 


And ne'er deceive my charming dove, 
Diſpel thoſe doubts, and haſte my love 


Wich Jockey to the Fair; 


Diſpel thoſe doubts, &c, 


Will Jenny be my charming bride ; 


| 7 Let Cupid. be our happy guide, 


i 
| 
| 

| 


And Hymen meet us there : 
Then Jockey did his vows renew, 
He wou*d be conſtant, wou'd be true; 
His word was pledg'd, away ſhe flew, 
With cowſlips tipt with balmy dew, 
With Jockey to the Fair; 
With e t: 71 &c. 


In raptures meet the joyful train, 


Sf Their gay companions blyth and young, 
Each join the dance, each join the throng, 


To hail the happy pair; 
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+ In turns there's none ſo fond as they, 
They bleſs the kind propitious day, 
The ſmiling morn of blooming May, 


When lovely Jenny run away 
With Jockey to the Fair; 
Mien lovely 7euny, &c. 
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| FE Tune, The Spinning- Wheel. 


- ZLTTEND, ye ſwains, where'er ye ſhove, 

And hear the thirling notes of love; 
Nor chide the paſſion while it ſtands 
On her that ev'ry grace commands. 


Not the embelliſhments of May 
Look half ſo pleaſant or ſo gay; 

| Yea ev'ry roſe. muſt yield its hae, .. 

And lilies fade beneath the dew- 


Wit flows from her engaging tongue, 
- Serene as age, and quick as young; 
. Engaging nymph ſeems form'd to prove | 
Superior arts in raging love. | 3 


n ]§——. 


| 5 And the linnet ſweetly ſing. 
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Let every joy that ſtrikes the mind, 
Secure to me this treaſure bind; 
On us let Heav'n its bleſſings roll, 
Nor ſep'rate Annie from my ſoul, 
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Tune, RosLtin-CasTLE. 


CxLiA! See the ſeaſon ſmiling, 
See what ſplendor decks the green; 
Ev'ry flow'r, in beauty blooming, 
Tends to grace the rural ſcene, 
See! in yonder verdant valley, 
How the tambkins heedleſs ſtray; 
Blythſome now they rove at freedom, 
Friſk and frolic all the day. 


View around the chearful village 

See ! how ſmiles the jocund ſwain; 
Happy he! no cares perplex him, 

Gentle Flora ſoothes each pain, 
Let us haſte to yonder arbour, 

Where the faireft flow'rets ſpring; 
There, we'll hear the blackbird chanting, 


Se. CE CILI A. 


— 


S O NM G 112. 


, Ar ſetting day and riſing morn, 
With ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
: I'll aſk of Heav'o thy fe return, 

With all that can improve thee z 
I'll vifit oft the birken buſh, 

Where firſt you kindly told me 

. Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Wuilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


. To all our haants thou didſt repair, 

Dy green-wood, ſhaw, or fountain; 

Or where the ſummer's day I'd ſhare. 
With you upon yon mountain: 


There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, | 
With thoughts unfeign'd and tender; 
By vows you're mine, my love is yours, 
My heart, which, cannot wander. 


————— — _—  c  — 


SONG 113, 


As Celia near a fountain lay, ; 
Her eyelids clos'd with ſleep z 

The ſhepherd'Damon chanc'd that way 
. To drive his flock of ſheep.. 
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Wl With awful ſtep hꝰ approach'd the fair, 
To view her charming face, 

£ | Where ev'ry feature wore an air,. 

| And ev'ry part a grace. 


| | His heart inflam'd with am'rous pain, 
5 | He wild the nymph would wake, 
Tho? ne'er before was any ſwain 

So unprepar'd to ſpeak, 


While ſlumb'ring thus poor Celia lay, 
Soft wiſhes Ald her mind; 

5 She cry*'d, Come Thyrfis, come away, 

2 For now J will be kind. 


Damon embrac'd the lucky hit, 
And flew into her arms 3 

He took her in the yielding fit, 
And rift'd all her charms, 
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Cour to my arms, my treaſure, 
Thou ſpring of all my joy, 

1 Without thy aid all plezſure 

Muſt languiſh, fade, and die. 


e 
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In vain is all alt | 
When arm'd with thy aſſiſtance, 
| What fair one can deny? 
Then fill around the glaſſes, 
And thus we'll drink and chant, 
May all the dear kind laſſes 
Have all they wiſh or want. 


| -0+-0+-0--0-0=->+-0+=D=-D-=D- == <=) $1 


S ON O 115. 
On ThE Poris n B1II. 


Tune, Lilibulero. 


O BROTHER MASONS hear ye the news, 
Lilibulero Bullen a La, 

The Papiſts are ſwallewing Proteſtant vsws, 
Lilibulero Bullen a La. 


Huzza, hazza, brave boys, huzza, 
Let's join heartand hand in a true Britiſh cauſe, 
Court, Country, and City, 
Are moved with pity 
Te repeal all our bloody old Proteſtant laws. 


— — 
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4 | They ſtoutly abjure both the Pope and Pretender, 
4 Lilibulero, &. 

f And ſwear firm allegiance to our FaiTH's DB- 
WO rexDER, | 


Lilibulero, &c. 


Huzza, huzza, &c. 
| 

1 And, in ſpite of what even his Holineſs faith, 

1 They ſwear that with Heretic they will teep faith. 
I 

| Huz za, huzza, &c. 


= How can we refuſe then to them to be civil? * 
On the ſtrength of ſuch oaths you might credit the 8 
2 devil. f 


Huzza, huzza, &c. 


A Proteflant prieſt too the Bill doth advance, 
'Tis ſuppos'd he ſhall next import freedom from 


France. 
Huzza, huzza, &c. 


If all this ſurpriſe you thore*s news ſtranger yet, 
They! re to bring ſorzign money to pay Britiſh debt. 
Fluzza, huzza, &c. 


3.4% 


| They'n pay in ſuch cin as they beſt can afford, 


Racks, halters, and gibbets; fire, faggot, and ſword, 
Huzza, huzza, &c. 


I's 


ay 
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And ſure this is paying you in the beſt ore, 
For who once is 7% paid will never need more. 


Unite then, unite, brave boys unite, 
" | And join heart and hand in ſupporting your 
= | laws: | 
Let no fooliſh pity 
5 | Move Country or City 
To ruin themſelves and the Proteſtant cauſe. 
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SONG 116, ; 
Sung in the PADLO cx. 


| SAY, little fooliſh flutt'ring thing, 
_ Whither, ah! whither would thou wing 
Your airy flight ; | 
| Stay here, and ſing, 
| Your miſtreſs to delight. 
| No, no, no, 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go: 
Where, you wanton, could you be, 
* Half ſo happy as with me? 


— 
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SONG 117. 


On the brave Commodore Lockx HART Ross. | 
| 


| 
| 


| Ye ſons of old ocean, who're ftrangers to fear, 
on board of the Shrewſbury quickly repair; 
W Brave Lockhart commands her, rejoice ev'ry tar! | 
fror Lect hart commanded the Tartar laſt war. 
Heartof aakarevur ſhips, jolly tars areourmen, 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady, 
Well fight, and we'll conquer, again and again. 


5 
His conduct and valour we all muſt confeſs, 
And Britons exult in the hopes of ſucceſs ; 
The infign of Louis great Lockhart ſhall mar, 
For Lockhart, we know, was a Tartar laſt war, 


Heart sf oat, &c. 


May kindneſs and friendſhip each boſom refine, 
Nor cival diſſenſion defeat our defign 
The dread name of ® Drake makes the French 
quake with fear. 
Join'd with Zockhart, who fought in the Tartar 
laſt war. | 
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"Maes of oak, &c. 
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* Capt. Drake, the ſecond in command. 
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Steel your breaſts with revenge ere the battle's 
begun, 


We'll trim the ſoup meagre's, tho? fifteen to one; 
Then ſhall their Carnalics, rich fraught from afar, 
Each hero rewarded for the toils of the war. 

Heart of oak, &c, | 


q 


Hafte, haſte, all on board, ſee the wind now is fair, 

Hoiſt the flag of Britannia aloft in the air; 

May the ſpirit of Lockhart inſpire ev*ry tar, 

Great Leckhart who fought in the Tartar laſt war, 
Heart of cak, &c. 5 


VAT BIS PD WY WR ES LO OE OS I OP CER RS” 0 < IGS 4 


SONG 118, | 


Sung in HazLeavin's IxvAsIOx. 


Coms, chear.up, my lads, ?tis to glory we ſtcer, 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year: 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves, 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves? 


1 


Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart f oak are a 
men ; | 

We always are ready, 
E Steady, beys, fleady, N 
Well fight, and we'll conquer, again and again. 
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We ne'er ſee our FOR but we with them to ſtay ; 
They newer ſce us, but they with us away: 
If they run, why, we follow, and run them aſhore ; 


For if they won't fight us, what can we do more? 
Heart of oak, &c. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They frighten our women, our children, and beaux; 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them on ſhore. 

Heart of oak, &c. : 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll ſtill make £3 


| them ſweat, i 
* In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels Gazette: 
Then chear vp, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, f 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 
Heart af oak, &c. 
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SUNG 119, 
Tune, Young I am, and ſore afraid. 


You NG I am, and yet unſ{kill'd 
How to make a lover yicld ; 


ar 


Ho to keep, or how to gain; 
When to love, and when to feign. 5 


er * 
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Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yet am young and true; 


Ere I do my ſoul diſguiſe, 
Heave my breaſts, and roll my eyes. 


Stay not *till I learn the way, 
How to lye and to betray : 
He that has me firſt is bleſt, 
For I may deceive the reſt, 


Could I find a blooming youth, 
Full of love and full of truth, 
Briſk, and of a janty mien, 

I ſhould long to be fiſteen. 


ct 
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Sek! the conquering hero comes; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums: 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring; 
Songs of triumph to him ſing. 


See the god-like youth advance, 
Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance; 
Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, : 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 
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TuE Favcar MAI. 


1 An a poor maiden forſaken, 
Yet 1 bear a contented mind; 
I am a poor maiden forſaken, 
Yet Ill find another more kind: 
For, altho' I be forſaken, 
Yet, this I would have you to know, 
I ne'er was ſo ill provided 


Y 
EE I own that once I lov'd him, 
| But his ſcorn I cou'd never endure; 
Nor yet to that height of perfection, 
For his flights to love him the more: 
I own he was very engaging, 
Yet this I would have you to know, 
I ne*er was ſo ill provided, 
But I'd two or three ſtrings to my bow. 


But I'd two or three ſtrings to my bow. 


| Ye maidens who hear of my ditty, 

And are unto loving inclin'd, 

Mens minds they are ſubject to changing, 
And wavering like to the wind; 
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Each object creates a new fancy: 
Then this I would have you to do; 

Be eaſy and free, and take pattern by me, 
And keep two or tl:ree ſtrings to your bow, 
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Tae Merry BACCHANAL1LANS, 


Ad 


Tune, The merry-ton'sd horn, $ p 
: e} 
Jorry ſouls that are gen'rous and free, p 


And true vot'ries to Bacchus will be, | 
To great Bacchus” Shrine let's repair, 
And a bottle or two offer there. 
Exempt from exciſe, our joys higher riſe, 
Stilldrinking, ne*er thinking of what is to pay; | 
Our bottle at night gives us joy and delight, 
Anddrowns all the drowſy fatigues of the day, 
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Let the griping old uſurer pine, 
Let the lover call Phillis divine, 
Let each man what he fancies commend, 
My delight's in my bottle and friend, 
Exempt from, &c. 
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O what joy from the bottle there ſprings, 
It can make us greater than kings; 
W [| If our ſpirits by grief are oppreſs'd, 
: Wine alone can procure us ſome reſt. 
| Exempt from, &c. 


Great influence has wine over love, 
And the coy can make kinder to prove; 


— 
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; | Tho? the nymph very lighting denies, 1 

| It diſcovers the truth in her eyes. bis 

| Exempt from, &Cc. 1 

Er Mn 

5 lt can make us all heroes in brief, 9 
A ble 


9 And the wretched forget all his grief ; 
i !t inſpires the gallant and brave, 

W | And freedom can give to the ſlave. 
E Exempt from, &c. 
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SONG 123. 

7 | True Sos E DrINKER. 

Tune, Cld Sir Simon the King. 


Cons, come, my hearts ſo bold, 
Let us be merry and wiſe; 
"Tis a very good proverb of old, 
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Whatever we ſay or do 
Let's not drink to diſturb the brain; 
Let's laugh for an hour or two, 
But never get drunk again: 
For much drink makes a man drunk, 
And drunkenneſs makes a man dry, 
And drouth will make a man fich, 
And fickneſs you know makes us die. 


A glaſs of rum- Hunch is good | 
To drive the cold winter away; 
Twill chear and enliven the blood 


Moſt when a man's ſpirits decay: 


© 
But, he that drinks too much, 
Of his head will ſoon complain; 
So we'll have a gentle touch, 
And never get drunk again : 
For much drink, &c, 
Good 3 was made for man, 
1 


r 


But man was not made for it; 
Let's di k as long as we can, 

While we drink not away our wit: 
Good fellowſhip's often abus'd 

When liquor affects the brain, 
But we'll have it far better 4, 


For we'll never get drunk again: | 
For much drin#, &c. ; 
£ - 
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When with good fellows | we meet, 
A bowl among three or four 
Will make us ſtand on our feet, 
While ſots lye drunk on the floor: 
Then landlord come fill us a bowl, 
And let it be liquor that's fine; 
'Twill chear and enliven the ſoul, 


And we'll never get drunk again. 
Fer much drink, &c. 


Let's drink to our noble KINGS, 
And to the QUEEN of his heart; 
To their praiſe let's drink and fing, 
And be merry before we part: 
Let's drink to our Admiral, 
And all our brave Tars on the main; 
To our Soldiers and ©fficers all; 


But let's never get drunk again. 
For much drint, &c. 
Enough's as good as a feaſt, 


If men did but meaſure know; 
But a ſot is worſe than a beaſt, 
For he'll drink 'till he cannot go: 


Since we cannot paſt time recal 
In a tavern that's ſpent in vain, 
Let's learn to be ſober all, 


And never get drunk again. 
For much drink, &c, 
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Sung in a new Farce called BxiToONs STRIKE Hows, 
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Tune, Then why ſhould aue quarrel for riches ? 


Captain Briton ſhakes hands with his Crew, and then, ſtanding in 
the midit of them, ſings, 
Cons, the mates of my fortune, be cheary, 
No diftreſs ſhould the ſailor alarm, 
As the needle be true, and neꝰ er fear ye, 
Pll warrant we'll weather the ſtorm. 
Den why ſhould we dread any dangers 


From France and her whole Gallic train, 
Britiſh ſeamen, to fear ever ſlrangers, 
Since George rides the lord of the main. 


We'll ſhew t hat our true Engliſh ſpirit 
The ſame in each climate can be; 
This ſtill be our comfort and merit, 
That yet in our hearts we are free. 
Then why, &c, 


At the helm may they ever prove ſteady, 
To ſteer us a courſe that is right, 
Proud France then ſhall down with the ready, 
pra ſhall either refund or ſhall fight. 
Then why, &c. 


. 
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No daſtardly thoughts then admitting, 
With true loyal hearts we ſhall ſing, 
Heav'n proſper the arms of Old Britain, 


And the honour protect of our king. 
| Then why, &c. 
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* Sung in BRITONS STRIKE HoME, 
k Captain Briton placing his Yen on cach {ide of him, ſings, 
WH Cove, my lads, with ſouls befitting, 
Let us never be diſmay'd, 

let's avenge the wrongs of Britain, 
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The true ſpirit of the nation 
In our honeſt hearts we bring, 


True, tho' in an humble ſtation, 


6 q And ſupport her injur'd trade. 


To our country and our king. CHORUS, 


Wil On our naval ſtrength depending, 
: Let us ſteer Old England's courſe ; 
” When affronted vengeance ſending, 
| Shew the world Old England's force: 
Then loud peals of Britiſh thunder 
Rattling on each hoſtile ſhore, 
Shall make haughty France knock under, 
0. 5 Nor ſhall dare inſult us more. CHORUS, 
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Then through all the mighty ocean 
England's eroſs ſhall honour find, 
Far as wave can feel a motion, 
Far as flag can move with wind : 
Then inſulting monarchs, ſhewing 
More regard, ſhall humbler be; 
This old truth of Britons knowing, 
As they're brave they will be free. CHORUS, 


May all Engliſh lads like you, boys, 

Prove on ſhore true hearts of gold, 
To their King and Country true, boys, 4 
I And be neither bought or fold. 9 


6] 
Let the landmen without party 9 
Act like brethren of the flood, | 
To our cauſe alone be hearty, 
And that cauſe for Britain's good. CnoRus. 
»$-<+ +> +00 oo Do Dt oo Do ele ore ite 
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Car, rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer, 
Liſt ye landmen all to me; 

Meſs-mates, hear a brother ſailor, | 
Sing the dangers of the ſea. | 
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From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 

To the tempeſt-troubled ocean, 
When the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top- ſail ſheets and hallyards ſtand ; 
Down top-gallants, quick, be hawling, 
| Down your ſtay-ſails, hand, boys, hand. 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 
The lee top-ſail ſheets let go; 


L Looff, boys, looff, don't make wry faces, 


Up your top- ſails nimbly clew. 


| | Think what fears our minds enthrall: 

Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 

; | Now again the boatſwain's call: 

The topſail yards point to the wind, boys, 
See all clear to reef eack courſe ; 

Let the fore ſheet go, don't mind, boys, 


Tho' the weather ſhou'd be worſe, 
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WE Now all you on down-beds ſporting, 

ll Fondly lock'd 'twixt beauty's arms, 

| | Freſh enjoyment, wanton courting, 

7 A Safe from all but love's alarms. : 
Around us roars the tempeſt louder ; 
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Fore and aft the ſpritſail- yard get, 

Reef the mi zen, ſee all clear; 
| Hands up, each preventure brace ſet, 
Man the fore - yard; cheer, lads, cheer. 
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Now the dreadful thunder's roaring ! 
Peals on peals contending claſh! 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue light'nings flaſh, 
One wide water all around us, 


All above but one black ſky ! 
Diff' rent deaths at once ſurround us: 


Hark! what means yon dreadful cry ? 


The foremaſt's gone, cries ev'ry tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet *bove deck! 
A lake beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out |! 
Call all hands to clear the wreck, 
Quick, the laniards cut to pieces, 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout aud bold ; 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water*s in the hold! 


While ofer the ſhip the wild waves beating, 
We for wives and children mourn 2! 


Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas! to them there's no return ! 
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Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain-pump3 are choak'd below; 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! 
Only HE-can ſave us now. 


On the lee beam is the land, boys, 
Let the guns o*cr board be thrown 3 


To the pumps come ev'ry band, boys, 
See ! her mizzeu-maſt is gone. 


The leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a-foot or more; 
> Then up and rig a jury foremaſt, 
She's tight, ſhe's tight, boys, wear off ſhore. 
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Now, once more, on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind Fortune ſav'd our lives 
| Come, the cann, boys, let's be drinking 
To our-ſweet-hearts, and our wives. 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it; 
Cloſe to lips the brimmer join, 
Where's the tempeſt now ? who feels it ? 
None our danger's drown'd in wine. 
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Arr in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, | 

When black-ey*d Suſan came on board; 
Oh! where ſhall Il my true love find? 

Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 

If my ſweet William fails among the crew? 


William, who high upon the yard 
Rock'd with the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 


He ſigh'd, and caft his eyes below: 
The cord ſlides ſwiftly thro? his glowing hands, 
And quick as light'ning on the deck he ſtands, 


7 


So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
(If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her neſt : 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet, 


O! Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain, 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again: 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds! my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points at thee. 
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Believe not what the landmen ſay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell, the ſailors, when away, 

In every port a miſtreſs find 
Ves, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe*er I go. 


If to fair India's coaft we fail, 

Thy eyes are feen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 

Thy Kin is ivory fo white: 
Thus every beauteous object that I view, 


Tho? battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn 
Tho? cannons roar, yet, fate from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Left precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's cye, 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 

The ſails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer mult ſhe ſtay on board; 

They kiſs'd; ſhe figh'd; he hung his head: 
Her lefſening boat unwilling rows to land, 
Adieu! ſhe cries; and wav'd her lily hand. 


Wakes in my fon! ſame charms of lovely Sue. 


Wirrg the-furies of love Pm in a ſad taking, 

Juſt like a hog that's bung up for bacon, 

My ſtomach it is ſcorch'd like an over-done mut- 
ton chop, 

That of brown gravy wont afford one ſingle drop. 


cinder, 


As cheeſe by a hot Salamander is toaſted, 
By the beauty on your cheeks, like mutton I'm 


| 

roaſted. 

0h! love, love, &c, 

Come, all' you young lovers, about ladies that 
dangte, | 

Juſt like a duck's foot grill'd at a candle, 


With this and that Pm treated fo uncivil, 
Pm pepper'd like a gizzard, and fo made a Devil. 
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Oh! Ine, love, love, love's like a dixzineſt, 4 
Mont let a per man go about his buſineſi, V 
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THe roi oF Love. 
To the Tune of, Aly Croken. 


Both great guts and ſmall guts are burnt to a * 


As a hot burning-glaſs burns a diſh-clout totinder; | 


Ch! love, love, &c. . 
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H E that will not merry merry be 
With a gen*rous bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a poſt: 
Let him be merry merry there, 
And we'll be merry merry here ; 
For who can know, where we /hall go 


To be merry another year ? 


He that will not merry merry be, 


And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May he b* oblig's to drink ſmall beer, 
Ne'er a penny into his purſe; 


Let him be merry, &c. 
He that will not merry merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 
*& 
* 
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May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
8. To confound him with her noiſe; 
i Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry merry be 
With his miſtreſs in his bed, 

Let him be buried in the church-yard, 
And me put in his ſtead- 
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Let him be merry, & 
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T AM a bachelor winſome, 

A farmer by rank and degree, 
And few I ſee that's mair handſome. 
At kirk or at market than me: 

Fm out ſide and inſide in credit, 
And frae ev'ry blemiſh l'm free; 

I'm very well boarded and beded, 
Yet I can get nane to tak' me. 


When I good bargain cou'd ſee, 
But there was nane that I cou'd fall on. 
E' er ſaid ſhe wou'd buckle wi” me: 
A horſe to ride on when ſhe's weary, 
And cock wi? the beft ſhe can ſee, 
And then be ca'd, Dauty and Deary ;: 
What think you can ail her at me. 


But, I have an offer to mak? her, 
If that ſhe will hearken ta me, 

Is, that I am willing to tak? her 
Though cripple or blind e'er ſhe be: 


8 I've courted beith Highlands and Lawlands, 
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Let any one then writ a billet, 
And let her tranſmit it to me, | 
I hereby Engage to fulfil it, 
Of what kind ſoever it be. 


But, cripple I am not, forſta* me, | 
What though boud-footed I be; 4 

Nor blind have you reaſon to ca* me, | 

What though I ſee but wi? one eye: 

Theſe forty. years I've been neglected, | 
As you the truth o't may ſee, | 

Such offers ſhould not be rejected, 

Of what kind ſoever they be. 


In Edinburgh ſpeir for Jean Bladen, 
A little below the Croſs-Key, | 


And at the fign of the Old Maiden, 
There you will be ſure to find me. 
Bring wi” you the prieſt o'“ the weddin? 

That a things juft finiſh'd may be, | 
And I'll fing a ſang to the beddin?; 
And wha'll be ſac merry as we. 
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Grant us, kind Heav'n, what we requeſt, 
In Maſonry let us be bleſt ; 
Direct us to that happy place 
Where Friendſhip ſmiles in every face : 
Where Freedom and ſweet Innocence 
Enlarge the mind and cheer the ſenſe. 


r — 


Where ſcepter*d Reaſon, from her throne, 
Surveys the Lob ss, and makes us one; 
And Harmony's delightful ſway 
For ever ſheds ambrofial day: 

Where we bleſt Eden's pleaſure taſte, 
Whilſt balmy joys are our repaſt. 
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No prying eye can view us here; 
No fool or knave diſturb our cheer 2 
| Our well-form'd laws ſet mankind free, | 
And give relief to Miſcry ; 
| The poor, oppreſs'd with woe and grief, 
| Gain from our bounteous hands relief, 


| Our Lobo E the ſocial Virtues grace, 
And Wiſdom's rules we fondly trace; 
Whole Nature, open to our view, 
Points out the paths we ſhould purſue. 
Let us ſubſiſt in laſting peace, 

And may our happineſs increaſe. 
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Tune, He comes! he comes ! the hero comes ! 


Un ITE, unite, your voices raiſe ; 
Loud, loudly fing Free- Maſons? praiſe; 


1 Spread far and wide their ſpotleſs fame, 
| And glory in the ſacred name, 


Beho!d,. behold, the upright band, 
In Virtue's paths go hand in hand; 


They ſhun each ill, they do no wrong, 
4 Strict honour does to them belong. 
4 
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How juſt, how juſt, are all their ways, 
Superior far to mortal praiſe ; 


Their worth deſcription far exceeds, 
For matchleſs are Free Maſons* deeds, 


Go on, go on, ye juſt and true, 
Still, till the ſame bright paths purſue ; 
Th' admiring world ſhall on ye gaze, 
And friendſhip's altar ever blaze, 


Begone, begone, fly diſcord hence, 
With party rage and inſolence: | 
| Sweet peace ſhall bleſs this happy band, 
And freedom ſmile throughout the land. 
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To the Tuue of, Rule, Britannia, 


Wurn earth's foundation firſt was laid, 
By the almighty Artiſt's hand, | 
*T was then our perſect, our perfect laws were made, 
Eſt abliſi'd by his ſtrĩct command. 
Hail, myſfleri>us ; Jail, glorious Maſonry ! 
That makes us ever great and free. 


As man throughout for ſhelter ſought, 
In vain from place to place did roam, 
3 Untill from heaven, from heaven he was taught 
5 To plan, to build, to fix his home. 
Hail, Myſerious, &c. 
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Hence illuſtrious roſe our Art, 
And now in beauteous piles appear | 
Which ſhall to endleſs, to endleſs time impart, 
How worthy and how great we are. | 


Hail, Myſterious, &c. 


| Nor we leſs ſam'd for every tye, 
By which the human thought is bound; 
Love, truth, and friendſhip, and friendſhip ſocially 
Join all our hearts and hands around, 
Hail, My/terious, &c. | 
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Our actions ain by virtue bleſt, 
And to our precepts ever true, 
The world admiring, admiring ſhall requeſt 
To learn, and our bright paths purſue. 
Hail, Myflerious, &c. 
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To the Tune of, God ſave the King. 


| 65 Har, MaAasoNRY divine; 
| Glory of ages ſhine, 

Long may'ſt thou reign : 
Where'er thy Lodges ſtand, 
May they have great command, 


And always grace the land, 
Thou Art divine! 


Great fabrics {till ariſe, 

And grace the azure ſkies, 
Great are thy ſchemes : 

Thy noble orders are 

Matchleſs beyond compare; 

No Art with thee can ſhare, 
Thou Art divine! 
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Hiram, the architect, 
Did all the Craft direct 
Ho they fhould build; 
| Sol'mon, great Iſr'el's king, 
Did mighty bleſſings bring, 
| And left us room to ſing, 
| Hail, royal Art 


Chorus 3 times. 
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Sung in LOVE IN A VILLAGE, 


Hope! thou nurſe of young defire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy, 

Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp'rate, ſweet, that ne'er can cloy ? 


Hope! thou earneſt of delight, 
| Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 
| Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find, 


Kind deceiver! flatter ftill, 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 
If . — 
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| Tut BulyTH$SOME BriDAL 


1 

6 | Fr let us a' to the bridal, 

| | For there will be lilting there, 

| For Fock's to be marry'd to Maggie, 

| The laſs wi the gowden hair, 

| And there will be lang-kail and porridge, 
And bannocks of barley-meal, 

And there will be good ſa't herring, 
To reliſh a cogue of good ale. 
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Ey let us, &c- 


And there will be Sawney the ſouter, 
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And Will wi' the meikle mou: 

And there will be Tam the blutter, 
With Andrew the tinkler, I trow; 
And there will be bow'd-legged Robie, 
With thumbleſs Katie's goodman; 
And there will be blue-cheeked Dobie, 
And Lawrie, the laird of the land, 


Fy let us, &e. 


And there will be ſowlibber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Wat i' th' mill, 
Capper-nos*d Francie, and Gibbie 
That wons in the how o' the hill; 
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And there will be Alaſter Sibby, 

Wha in wi” black Beſſy did mool, 
With ſniv'ling Lilly and Tibby, 

The laſs that ſtands aft on the ſtool. 


Fy let Us, &C, | 
And Madge that was buckl'd to Steenny, 


And coft him grey brecks to his arſe, 
' Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, 


Great mercy it happen'd nae warſe : 


And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 
And Kirſh wi' the lily white leg, 
Who gade to the South for manners, 


And bang*d up her wame in monſmeg. 


Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be Juden Maclourie, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 
Wi' flea-lugged ſharney-fac'd Lawrie, 
And ſhangy mou'd halucket Meg. 
And there will be happer-ars*'d Nanſy, 
And fairy-fac*d Florie by name, 
Muck Madie, and fat-hippet Girſy, 
| The laſs wi' the gowden wame, 
6 


Ae, 


Fy let us, &c. 
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And there will be girn- again Gibby, 

Wi? his glaiket wife Jenny Bell, 
And meaſly-ſhin'd Mungo Macapie, 

The lad that was ſkipper bimſel': 
There lads, and laſſes in pearlings, 

Will feaſt i“ the heart of the ha', 
On ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 

That are baith ſodden and raw. 

. Fy let us, &c, 

And there will be fadges and brochen, 
| With fouth of good gabbock of ſkate, 
Ez Powſowdie, and drammock, and crowdie, 
: And caller nowt⸗- feet in a plate. 
And there Ain be partens and buckies, 
| And whytens and ſpaldings enew, 
| And fingit ſheep-heads, and a haggies, 
| And ſcadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. 


Fy let us, &c. 
. | And there will be lapper'd-milk kebbucks, 
And ſowens, and farles, and baps, 
1 With ſwats, and well-ſcraped paunches, 
| And brandy in ſtoups and in caps: 
And there will be meal-kail and caſtocks, 
And ſkink to ſup till ye rive; 
And roaſts to roaſt on a brander 


Of flowks that were taken alive. 
Fy let us, &c. 


”_ — — * 
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8 haddocks, wilks, dulſe and tangles, 
And a mill of good ſniſhing to prie: 
When weary with eating and drinking, 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die. 
Fy let us, &c. 
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SONG 137. 


Tas Dux EN Wirz of Garrowa'. 


Down; in yon meadow a couple did tarry, 

2 The goodwife ſhe drank naething but ſack and Ca- 
nary, ; 

The goodman- he complain to her friends right | 


airly, 
O! gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly, 


Firſt ſhe drank Crommy, and ſyne ſhe drank Garie, | 
And ſyne ſhe drank the bonny grey marie, 
That carried me thro' the dubs and the lairie | 

O gin, &c. 


She drank her hofe, ſhe drank her ſhoon, 
And ſyne ſhe drank her bonny new gown z 


She drank her ſark that cover'd her rarely, 
gin, &c. 
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Wad ſhe drink her ain things, I wadna care, 

But ſhe drinks my claiths I canna weel ſpare ; 

When I'm wi” my goſlips it angers me fairly, 
gin, &c, 


| My Sunday's coat ſhe has laid it a wad, 

The beſt blue bonnet e'er was on my head: 

| At kirk and at market I'm cover'd but barely. 

| | O ! gin, &Cc, 


| My bonny white mittens I wore on my hands, 

| WY her neighbour's wife ſhe has laid them in pawns, 

My bane- headed ſtaff that i loo'd fo dearly. 
gin, &c, 


| I never was for wrangling nor ſtrife, 

| Nor did I deny her the comforts of life, 

| For when there's a war, I'm ay for a parley. 

| 0! gin, &c, 


| When there's ony money, ſhe maun keep the purſe ; 
| If I ſeek but a bawbie, ſhe'll ſcold and ſhe'll curſe 3 
| She lives like a queen, I ſcrimped and ſparely. 

0! gin, &c, 


A pint wi' her cummers I wad her allow, 
| But when ſhe ſits down, ſhe gets herſel fu', 
| And when ſhe is fu' ſhe is unco camſtarie. 
O! gin, &c. 


* 
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» Saks 


When ſhe comes to the ſtreet, ſhe roars and ſhe rants, 
Has no fear of her neighbours, nor minds the houſe } Wl 

wants; N 
She rants up ſome fool ſang, like, Up your heart, 
CHARLIE. 


0 gin, &c. 


When ſhe comes hame, ſhe lays on the lads, 

The laſſes ſhe ca's them baith bs and j—s, 

And ca's myſel' ay ane auld cuckold carlie. 
gin, &e. 
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WirIIE's drown'd in Yarrow. 


WILLIE's rare, and Willie's fair, 
And Willie's wondrous bony, 
And Willie hecht to marry me, 

Gin e'er he married ony. 


Yeſtreen L made my bed fu* braid, 
This night I'll make it narrow; 

For a? the live-lang winter-night 
| PII ly twin'd of my marrow. ; 
N 


: 
| 
| 
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O came you by yon water-fide ? 
Pu'd you the roſe or lily ? 

Or came you by yon meadow-green ? 
Or ſaw ye my ſweet Willie ? 


She ſought him eaſt, ſhe ſought him weſt, 
She ſought him braid and narrow; 
Syne in the cleaving of a craig 
She found him drown*d in Yarrow. 


% 
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Tae Maid in BEDLAM. 


Tune, GRAMACHREE. 


1 One morning, very early, one morning in the 
1 Spring, 

ATneard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did ſing; 
WW Her chains ſhe rattled in her hand, while ſweetly 
A thus ſung ſhe, 

W 1 love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Oh! cruel were his parents, who ſent my lo 
to ſea ; | 


And cruel cruel was the ſhip that bore my love 
from me z 


NR 


| 
0 
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Yet I love his parents, ſince they're his, altho? 
they've ruin'd me, | 
And I love my love, becauſe Iknow my love loves me. 


O! ſhould it pleaſe the pitying row. rs to call 
| me to the ſkies, 
| I'd claim a guardian angels charge around my love 
| to fly; 
To guard him from all dangers, how happy ſhould 
1 

For I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Pll make a ſtrawy 3 Pl make it wondrous ; 
fine, | 
With roſes, lilies, daifies, I'll mix the eglantine ; 
And I'll preſent it to my love, when he returns | 

from ſea, 
ForT love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


1 


Oh! if I were a little bird, to build upon his breaſt; | 
Or if I were a nightingale, to ſing my love to reſt ; 
To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward ſhould be; 
For 1 love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Oh ! if I were an eagle, to ſoar into the ſky, 
I'd gaze around with oy eyes where I my love 
might ſpy ; 


— CEE, 


' 


1 


Where the Romans endeavour'd our country togain, 
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| But ah ! unhappy maiden l that love you ne'er 
| ſhall ſee, 
| | Yet I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 
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Tus HIG LAND MAR cx. 
By Sir Harry Erſkine. 


& IN the garb of old Gaul, wi! the fire of old Rome, 
From the heath-cover'd mountains of Scotia we 8 
come, ö 


| 


N | Butour anceſtors fought, and they fought notin vain, 

Such our love of liberty, our country and our 
laws, 

That like our anceſtors of old, we land by frees 
dom”s cauſe ; 

We'll bravely fight like heroes bold, for hoanaur 
and applauſe, 

And defy the French, with all their art, to al- 
ter our laws. 


No effeminate cuſtoms our finews unbrace, | 
No luxurious tables enervate our race, 1 


5 


% 
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Our loud ſounding pipe bears the true martial ſtrain, 
So do we the old Scottiſh valour retain, 
Such our love, &c. 


We're tall as the oak on the mount of the vale, 
As ſwift as the roe which the hound doth aſſail, 
As the full moon in autumn our ſhields do appear, 
Minerva would dread to encounter our ſpear, 

Such our love, &c, 


As a ſtorm in the ocean when Boreas blows, 
So are we enrag'd when we ruſh on our foes; 
We ſons of the mountains, tremendous as rocks, 
Daſh the force of our foes with our thundering 
ſtrokes. 


Such our love, &c. 


Quebec and Cape Breton, the pride of old France, 
In their troops fondly boaſted till we did advance; 
But when our claymores they ſaw us produce, 
Their courage did fail, and they ſu'd for a truce. 


Such our love, &c. 


In our realm may the fury of faction long ceaſe, 
May our councils be wiſe, and our commerce in- 
creaſe ; 


þ 
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And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find, 

That our friends ſtill prove true, and our beauties | 

prove kind. 

Then we'll defend our liberty, our country, and 
our lanvs, 


And teach gur late poſterity to fight in Free- 
dom”s cauſe, 

That they like cur anceſiors bold, for honour 
and applauſe, 


May defy the French and Spaniards to alter 
our laws, 
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SONG 141. 
To the Tune of, My apron, deary, 


My ſheep I neglected, I loſt my ſheep-hook, 
3 And all the gay haunts of my youth I forſook, 
; Nae mair for Amynta freſh garlands I wove, 


O what had my youth with ambition to de? 


Cc. Why left I Amynta ? why broke I my veau? 
O gi me my ſpeep, and my ſheep-hook reſtore, 
ey 


Pl] wander frae love and Amynta no mere. 


| 
For ambition, I ſaid, would ſoon cure me of love. 
Through regions remote in vain do I rove, : 


And bid the wild ocean ſ-cure me from love ! 


— 


vc 
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O fool ! to imagine that ought can ſubdue 


A love ſo well founded, a paſſion ſo true. 
O what had my youth, &c. 


Alas! 'tis o'er late at thy fate to repine; 
Poor ſhepherd, Amynta nae mair can be thine : 
Thy tears are a? fruitleſs, thy wiſhcs are vain, 


The moments neglected retura not again. 
O what had my youth, &c. 


— — ˙— — — 
— * —— — — — —— — — 
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Fy gar rub her o'er wi? Strae, 


— ar ow — 


e N ye meet a bonn laſſie, 


Gi'e her a kiſs and let her gae; 
But if ye meet a dirty huſſy, 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi' ſire, 
Be ſure ye dinna quit the grip 
78 


Of ilka joy when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay you twafald o'er a rung. 


Sweet youth's a blyth and heartſome time; 
Then, lads and laſſes, while 'tis May, | 
Gae pu' the gowan in its prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 


3 rl 
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Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, 

When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 

On you, if ſhe kepp ony ſkaith. 


* 


| Haith ye're ill bred, ſhe'll, ſmilling, ſay, 
| 'e'll worry me, ye greedy rock; 

Syne frae your arms ſhe'i] rin away, 
And hide herſcl' in ſome dark nook. 


Her laugh will lead you to the place 


Where lyes the happineſs ye want, 


| 5 And plainly tell you to your face, 
Mineteen nay- ſays are half a grant.” 
p þ N 

; | Now to ber heavivg boſom cling, 

And ſweet!y toolie for a kiſs: 


Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 
As taiken of a future bliſs. 
Theſe benniſons, l'm very ſure, 
Are of the gods indulgent grant; 
Then, ſurly carles, whiſh't, forbear 
To pleague us wi' your whining cant, 
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TuE BRAES oF BALLIEN DEM. 
By Dr. Blackloch. 


BENEATR a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain 
Ae ev'ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain; 

So ſad, yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his woe, 

The wind ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to 


flow; 
Rude winds, wi* compaſſion, cou'd hear him com- | 
plain, ö 
Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his ſtrain. ; 


How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 
E*er Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſh'd in my view; 
Thoſe eyes then, wi? pleaſure, the dawn cou'd ſurvey, 


Nor ſmil'd the fair morning mair chearfuꝰ than they; 


Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my fight, 


I'm tortur'd in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. 


Thro? changes, in vain, relief I purſue, 
All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew; 


From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, | 


To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air: 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame; 


No winter can cool it, no ſummer inflame. 
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But ſee the pale moon, all clouded, retires, 
The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's defires ; 

I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 

Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind; 
Ah, wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care ? 
To lengthen its moments, but lengthens deſpair. 
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| Bessy BELL And Mary Ceav. 
n. O 8coy Bell and Mary Gray, 
I They war' twa bonny laſſes, 


; They biggi'd a bower on yon burn brae 
f And thecked it o'er wi' raſhes, 

| Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 

And thought I nc*er could alter: 

But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 

They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſſy's hait's like a lint-tap ; 

She ſmiles like a Miy morning, 
When Phoebus ſtarts frac Thetis? lap, 
The hills with rays adorning: 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 


Her waiſt and feet's fu' genty ; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command; | 
Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


© 
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And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
| Her een like diamonds glances 
She's ay ſae clean, redd up and braw, 

She kills whene'er ſhe dances: 

| Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 

| She blooming, tight and tall is; 

| And guides h.r airs ſae grace fu' till, 

| O Jove, ſh.'s like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Cray, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 5 


Our fancies jee between you tway, by 
Ye are fic bonny laſſes; 1 

Waes me! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented 

Then I'll draw cuts, and tak? my fate, 
And be with ane contented, 


| 
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Tre Cyarms OF Lovely PEGGY. 


| 
Oxce more 1'l] tune the vocal ſhell, 
| To hills and dales my paſſion tell; 

[ 


A flame which time can never quell, 


| 
That burns for thee, my Peggy. N 
2 


* 
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Yet greater bards the lyre ſhould hit; 
For pray what ſubje& is more fit, 
Than to record the ſacred wit, 
And bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


The ſun juſt riſing in the morn, 
That paints the new-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn 
As does my lovely Peggy. 
And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy Weſt, 
He's not fo beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


N 


Were ſhe array d in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
| And pipe upon my oaten reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 
With her a cottage would delight, 
All pleaſes while ſhe's in my fight ; 
But when ſhe's gone 'tis endleſs night, 
All's dark withurt my Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the violet blows, 

Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 

They Co not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 


5 ; eo” 
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I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And, truſt me, nought but truth I ſay, 

The fragrant breath of blooming May 
Was not fo ſwect as Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to flow*r do rove, 
And linnets warble thro? the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the waters love, 

Sac lang ſhall 1 love Peggy. 
And when Death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that wounds my heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I depart, 

Adicu, my lovcly Peggy. 
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Corn Riss ARE BONN x. 


My Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy, 

His breath is ſweeter than nc hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy, 


His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize; 
He's ſtately in his wa'king 

The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe ; 
Tis heav'n to hear him ta'*&ing. 
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Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 


— — 
Ld Mad 


There mony a kindly word he ſpak', 


That ſet my heart a-glowing. 


He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wid be mine, 
And loo*d me beſt of ony; 
That gars me like to ſing finſyne, 


r 


PTY n 


O corn rigs are benny. 


— 


Let maidens of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 


TT” 


[ 


| Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting: 


. Then Ill comply and marry Pate, 


And ſyne my cockernony 


He's free to touzle air or late 


Where corn rigs are bonny. 
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Erick Banks, 


Oy Etrick banks, in a ſummer's night 

At glooming when the ſheep drave hame, 
I met my laſſie braw and tight, 

Come wading barefoot a' her lane: 


„ 
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My heart grew light, I ran, I flang 
My arms about her lily neck, 
And kiſs'd and clapt her there fou lang, 

My words they were na mony feck, 


os 4 
* 2 
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I ſaid, My laſſie, will ye go 
To the Highland hills, the Erſe to learn? 

I'll baith gie thee a cow and ew, 
When ye come to the brigg of Earn. 

At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law; 

- Chear up your heart, my bonny laſs, 

There's gear to win we never ſaw. 


—_ AX CEL 


All day when we have wrought enough, 
When winter, froſts, and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun gaes welt the loch, 
At night when ye fit down to ſpin, 
I'll ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring; 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again. 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
Pll meet my laſs amang the broom, 


And lead you to my ſummer {hicld. 4 
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Then far frae a' their ſcorufu' din, 
That mak' the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh, and kiſs, and dance, and fing, 
And gar the langeit day ſcem ſhort, 
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Ew. Bucurs Marion 


I WI, ye go to the ew-bughts, Marion, 
& And wear in the ſheep wi' me; 

£9 The ſun ſhines ſweet, my Marion, 
| But nae haff ſae ſweet as thee, 


| 1 O Marion's a boany laſs, 
| And the blyth blinks in her ce; 
And fain wad 1 marry Marion, 


Gin Marion wad marry me. 


W There's gowd in your garters, Marion, 
And ſilk on your white hauſe-bane 
Fu' fain wad I kiſs my Marion 
At e'en when I come hame. 


There's braw lads in Ernſlaw, Marion, 
Wha gape and glowr with their ee, 

At kirk when they ſce my Marion; 

But nane of them lo'es like me. 


- 


ri 


I've nine milk-ews, my Marion, 
A cow and a brawny quey, 
[Il gie them a' to my Marion, 
Juſt on her bridal day: 
And ye's get a green fey apron, 
And waiſtcoat of the London brown, 
And wow but ye will be vap'ring, 
Whene'er ye gang to the town, 


I'm young and ſtout, my Marion; 
Nane dance like me on the green; 

And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
Pl e'en draw up wi' Jean 

Sae put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kyrtle of the cramaſie; 

And ſoon as my chin has nae hair on, 
I ſhall come Weſt and ſee ye. 
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To the Tune of, G1LDEROY, 


Au! Chloris, could I now but fit 
As unconcern'd as when 

Your infant-beauty could beget 
No s nor pain. 


1 n a 
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When T this dawnTng did admire, 
And prais'd the coming day, 

[ little thought that rifing fire 
Would take my reſt away. 


Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay, 
As metals in a mine. 

Age from no face takes more away, 
Than youth conceal'd in thine, 

But as your charms inſenfibly 
To their perfection preſt: 


BW $0 love as unperceiv'd did fly, 


And center*d in my breaſt, 


My pam̃on with your beauty grew, 
While Cupid at my heart, 


' 
Still as his mother favour'd you, 


"| 
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Threw a new flaming dart, 

Each gloried in their wanton part : 
To make a lover, he 

Employ'd the utmoſt of his art; 
To make a beauty, ſhe, 
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How much unlike that gracefu' mein, 
And manly looks of my highland laddie! 
O my bonny, bonny highland ladlie, | 
My handſ»me charming highland laddie; 
May heaven ſtill guard, and love reward 
Our lawland laſs, and her highland laddie. 


If 1 were free at will to chuſe, 
To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 
With bonnet blue, and belted plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 
The braweſt beau in burrow's- -town, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him he's but a clown; 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c, 
O' er benty hill with him Ill run, 
And leave my lawland kin and dady, 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſumme1's ſun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his bighland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &. 


3 
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* | 
Trae HiGHLAND LADD1E. 
Tur law land lads think they are fine; 
But O, they're vain and idly gawdy ! 


* 


[ 
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A painted room, and-lilken bed, 
May pleaſe a lawland laird and lady 
But 1 can ki's and be as glad, | 
Behind a buſh in's highland plaidy. 
| O my bonny, &c. 
Few compliments between us paſs, 


I ca* him my dear highland laddie, 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 


Syne rows me in beneath his plaidie. 
2 my bonny, &c, 


N 


Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend, 


Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
F Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
a While Heav'n preſcrves my highland laddie. 
| O my bonny, &c. 
| 
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Tak lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco ſawey; 
Sae proud, they never can be kind, 

Like my good-humour'd highland laſſie. 
O my bonny, bonny highland laſſie, 
My hearty ſmilirg highland laſſie, 

May never care make thee leſs fair, 
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Than ony laſs in burrows-town, 
Wha mak' their cheeks with patches mottie, 
Pd tak' my Katty butt a gown,. 
Bare-footed in her little coatie. 
O my bonny, &c. 


Beneath the brier or brecken buſh, 
Whene'er I kiſs and court my dawtie ; 


Happy and blyth as ane wad wiſh, 
My flighteren heart gangs pittie pattie. 


O my bann), &c. 


« 


O'er higheſt hethery hills I'll ſten, 
With cockit gun and ratches tenty, d 
To drive the deer out of their den, 2 


To feaſt my laſs on diſhes dainty. [ 
O my bonny, &c. 


There's nane ſhall dare, by deed or word, 
*Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 
While I can weild my truſty ſword, 
Or frae my fide whiik out a whinger.. 
O my bonny, &c. 
U 


The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treaſure 
To range with me ; let great fowk gloom, 
While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure. | 
O my bonny, &c. 


eln 
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GALLOWSHIELS, 


An the ſhepherd's mournful fate! 


To bear the ſcoruful fair one's hate, 


Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh ! 

Yet eager looks, and dying fighs, 
My ſecret foul diſcover, 

While rapture trembling through mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her: 


The tender glance, the red*ning cheek, 
O'erſpread with rifing bluſhes, 
A thouſand various ways they ſpcak, 
A thouſand various wiſhes, 
For oh ! that form ſo heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling z 
That artleſs bluſh, and modeſt air, 
So fatally beguiling. 


Thy every look, and every grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee ; 
Till death o?ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes purſue thee. 


When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languiſh, 
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Then when my tedious hours are paſt, 
| Be this laſt bleſſing given, 

| Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in ſight of heaven, b 
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Havy's Bonny LASSIE. 


By ſmooth-winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Aft cry*d he, Oh hey! maun I ſtill live pining 
Myſell thus a ay, and darna diſcover 

To my bonny Hay that I am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ſtronger; 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae longer; 
Then I'll tak' a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, ere we part, my vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the Spring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and fing, bidding Day a good- 
| morrow ; + 
| The ſwaird of the mead, enamell'd with daiſies, 


| Looks wither'd and dead when twin'd of her graces, | 


But if ſhe appear whereverdure invites her, 
The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the 


ſweeter ; 
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*Tis heaven to be by when her wit is a- flowing, 
Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a-glowing. 


| 
The mair that 1 gaze, the deeper 'm wounded, 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded, 
I'm all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 
For a' my deſire is Hay's bonny laſſie. 
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HerstLL pe Highland ſhentleman, 
Pe auld as Pothwel prig, man; 
An' mony alterations ſeen 


Amang te Lawland Whig, man, 
Fal, lal, &c. 


Firſt when her to the Lawlands cam?, 
Nainſell was driving cows, man: 
There was nae laws about him's nerſe, 

: About the preeks or trews, man, 
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Nainſell did wear the philabeg, 
The plaid prick't on her ſnhou'der; 
The guide claymore hung pe her pelt, 
The piſtol ſnharg'd wi? pouder. 
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But for whereas theſe curſed preeks, 
Wherewith her nerſe pe lockit, 

O hon ! that e'er ſhe ſaw the day! 
For a' her houghs pe prokit. 


Every t'ing in te Highlands now 
Pe turn't to alteration ; 

The ſodger dwall at our toor ſheek, 
And tat's te great vexation, 


Scotland pe turn't a Ningland now, 


An' laws pring on te cadger : 
FE Nainſcll wad durk him for her deeds, 


But oh ſhe fears te ſodger. 


Anither law cam” after that, 
Me never ſaw te like, man: 
They mak' a lang road on te crund, 
And ca' him Turnimſpike, man. 


An' wow ſhe pe a ponny road, 
Like Louden corn rigs, man; 

Where twa carts may gang on her, 
An? no preak ithers legs, man 


They ſharge a penny for ilka horſe, 
In troth ſhe'll no pe ſheaper, 

For nought put ga'n upo' the crund, 
And they gi'e me a paper. 
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| They tak te horſe Yen py te head, 
And t'ere they mak' him ſtand, man: 
| I tell'd them that I ſeen te day 
He had nae fic command, man, 
| Nae dou'ts Nainſell maun tra her purſe, 
And pay them what hims like, man: 
| I'll ſee a ſhugement on his toor, 


| 
T'at filthy Turnimſpike, man, 


| 

But ll awa' to te Highland hills, 
Where te'il a ane dare turn her, 

« And no come near her Turnimſpike, 
© Unleſs it pe to purn her. 
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] wiſh my Love were in a Myre. 


BLesT as th* immortal gods is he, 
| The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 
And hears and ſecs thee all the while 


Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile ! 


*Twas this bereav'd my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais*d ſuch tumults in my breaſt; 
For while I gaz'd in tranſport toſt, 

My breath was gone, my voice was loſt ; 


* 


: 


| 
| 
| 
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My boſom glow'd ; the ſubtle flame 
Ran quick through all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung: 


In dewy damps my limbs were child, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd, 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 

I fainted, ſunk, and dy'd away. 
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KATHARINE OG1E. 9 


As walking forth to view the plain, 
Upon a morning early, | 
While May's ſweet ſcent did chear my brain, 
From flow*rs which grew ſo rarely: 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid, 
She ſhin'd though it was foggy : 
I aſk'd her name: Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
My name is Katharine Ogie, 


I ſtood a while, and did admire, 
To ſee a nymph ſo ſtately ; 


So briſk an air there did appear, | 


In a couatry-maid ſo neatly ; [ 
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Such nat' ral ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a lillie in a bogie 

Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd 
Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 


Thou flow'r of females, Beauty's queen, 
Who ſees thee ſure muſt prize thee ; 

Though thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee ; 

Thy handſome air and graceful look, 
Far excells any clownith rogie ; 

Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming Katharine Ozie. 


O were I but a ſhepherd ſwain ! 
To feed my flock befide thee, 

At boughting time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee; 

' Pd think myſelf a happier man, 

With Kate, my club, and dogie, 

Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Ogie. 


| Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 
And ftateſmen's dangerous ſtations ; 


I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
I'd ſaile at conqu*ring nations: 


| 
| 
| 


* 


1226 87 CECT. 


| 
| 
| 


Might I careſs and ſtill poſſeſs 
This laſs of whom I'm vogie ; 

For theſe are toys, and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Og'e. 


But I fear the gods have not decreed 
For me fo fine a creature, 


' Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 


All other works in nature. 
Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and foggy 3 
Pity my caſe, ye Pow'rs above, 

Elſe I die for Katharine Ogie. 
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Tax laſt time I came o'er the muir, 
I left my love behind me; 

Ye Pow'rs ! what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me ? 

Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
The beaming day enſuing, 

I met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for 3 | 


4 


en 
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Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 

| Gazing and chaſtely ſporting z 

| We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 

Till night ſpread her black curtain. 

| | pitied all beneath the ſkies, 

Ev'n kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 


| In raptures ! beheld her eyes, 


| Which cou'd but ill deny me. 


| Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me, 


* Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround me : 2 
Let hopes again to ſee my love, 
| To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 
| Shall make my care at diſtance move, 
| In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter; 
Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 
On Greenland-ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 
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The next time I gang o'er the muir, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho' left her behind me: | 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom ; 

There, while my being does remain, 
My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 
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3 love is the Cauſe of my Mourning. ; 
| 


By a murmuring ſtream a fair lhepherdeſs lay, 
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Be ſo kind, O ye nymphs, I oft-times heard her ſay, 
Tell Strephon I die, if he paſſes this way, { 
And that love is the cauſe of my mour ning. 
Falſe ſhepherds, that tell me of beauty and charms, | 
You deceive me, for Strephon*s cold heart never 


O Strephon! the cauſe of my mourning. 
But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go down to the ſhades below, 
Ere ye let Strephon know that I have lov'd him ſo; 
- Then on my pale cheek no bluſhes will ſhow, | 


That love was the cauſe of my mourning. 


warms z | 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his arms, 
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Her eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon 
came by; 

He thought ſhe*d been fleeping and ſoftly drew nigh: 

But finding her breathleſs, Oh beav'ns! did he cry, 
Ah Chloris ! the cauſe of my mourning, 
Reſtore me my Chloris, ye nymphs, uſe your art, 
They, ſighing, reply'd, * Twas your eyes ſhot the dart, 
That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs' heart, 

And kil”d the poor Chloris with mourning. 
Ah then is Chloris dead, wounded by me! he ſaid; 


Il follow thee, chaſte maid, down to the ſilent ſhade, 
Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt, leaning his head, 


Q Expir'd the poor Strephon with mourning, 
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Youns Strephon I own, is the joy of my heart; 
I love the dear youth, he's ſo lively and ſmart ; 

His converſe is pleafing, he's manly and gay, 

And his breath is as ſweet as the flowers in May, 
When he ſings his love-ftrains, all the ſwains in a 


throng, 

a In raptures are ſeen with my ſhepherd's ſoft ſong, 
While the nymphs all around me with envy ſurvey, 
Becauſe Strephon hails me tne Queen of the May. 
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But love without jealouſy reigns on my part, 
For, as well as the May, l'm the queen of his heart; 
Such joy and delight does his conſtancy bring, 
Without envy l'd look on the ſtate of a king. 
T'other day for my head he a chaplet entwin'd, 
Of roſes and myrtles, and jonquils combin'd ; 
I gave him a kiſs for the favour, *tis true, 
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* 


And how could I help it—l only aſk you? 


You'll ſay I was forward, and great!y to blame, 
What girl for ſuch favour would not do the ſame? ; 


75 For *twill not be long before Strephon and J, 

Shall join hands and hearts in one ſacred tie. 

2 Then, ſure, when the church has performed its rites, 4 
And we firmly fixed in Hymen's delights, | 
For his faith and his troth, to bind all our bliſs, 
You'll ſurely allow—'tis my duty to kiſs. 
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The Rock and wee Pickle Tow. 


| 'T HERE was an auld wife had a wee pickle tow, 
And ſhe wad gae try the ſpinning o't, 
But louten her down, her rock took a low, 

And that was an ill beginning o't, 
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She lap and ſhe grat, ſhe flet and ſhe flang, 
She trow and ſhe drew, ſhe ringled, ſhe rang, 


That ever I try'd the ſpinning 0't, 


I hae been a wife theſe threeſcore of years, 
And never did try the ſpinning o't ; 

But how I was ſarked foul fa' them that ſpeirs, 
For it minds me o' the beginning o't ; 

The women now a-days are turned ſae bra', 

That ilk ane maun hae a fark, ſome maun hae twa, 

5 But the warld was better whan feint ane ava, 

? But a wee rag at the beginning o't. 


For it minds me o' the beginning o't, 
I might well have ended as 1 had begun, 
And never had try'd the ſpinning o't: 
But they ſay ſhe's a wiſe wife wha kens her ain weird, 
I thought ance a day it wad never be ſpeir'd, 
How loot you the low tak” the rock by the beard, 
Whan you gaed to try the ſpinning o't ? 


| Foul fa' them that e' er advis'd me to ſpin, 


The ſpinning, the ſpinning, it gars my heart ſab, 
Whan I think on the beginning o't; 

| thought ance in a day to have made a wab, 
And this was to *ave been the beginning o't; 


She choaked ſhe bocked, and cried, Let me hang, | 
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But had I nine donghters, as I hae but three, 
The ſafeſt and ſoundeſt advice I wad gie, 

That they frae ſpinning wad keep their hands free, 
For fear o' an ill beginning oꝰt. 


But in ſpite of my counſel if they wad needs run, 
The dreary ſad taſk o' the ſpinning o't, 


Let them ſeek out a loun place at the heat o' the ſun, 


Syne venture on the beginning o't ; 
For, O do as I've done, alake and vow, 
To buſk up a rock at the cheek of a low, 
They'd fay, that I had little wit in my pow, 
And as little I've done wi' the ſpinning o't. 
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To the Tune of the foregoing. 


I HAE a green purſe and a wee pickle gow d, 
A bonny piece land, and planting on't, 
It fattens my flocks, and my barns it has ſtow'd; 
But the beſt thing of a's yet a wanting on't: 
To grace it, and trace it, and gi'e me delight, 
To bleſs me, and kiſs me, and comfort my fight, 
With beauty by day, and kindneſs by night, 
And nae mair my lane gang ſaunt'ring on't. 


66 


n 


| 
, 
i 


—.—— „ «+ as 


aa. 
þ — 


” 


* 


— a 


SE GECELL  A> 223 


My Chirſty is charming, and good as ſhe's fair; 
Her een and her mouth are inchanting ſweet ; 
She ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gre deſpair ; 
I love while my heart gaes panting wi't, 
Thou faireft and deareſt delight of my mind, 
Whoſe gracious embraces by Heav'n were defign'd 
For happieſt tranſports, and bliſſes refin'd, 
Nae langer delay thy granting ſweet. 


For thee, bonny Chirſty, my ſhepherds and hynds, 
Shall carefully make the year's dainties thine ; 

L Thus freed frae laigh care, while love fills our minds 

55 Our days ſhall with pleaſure and plenty ſhine. 

; Then hear me, and chear me with ſmiling conſent, 

| Believe me, and give me no cauſe to lament, 

| Since I ne*er can be happy till thou ſay, Content, 

| Tm pleas'd with my Jamie, and he ſhall be mine. 
»$--0=-0-— <= HD <= DoD 5s Dee ee 
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| THE SPINNING-WHEEL, 

As fat at my ſpinning-wheel, 

| A bonny lad was paſhng by : 


| Lview'd him round, and lik'd him weel, 
For truth he had a glancing eye, 
My heart new panting gan to fecl, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning - wheel. 
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With looks all kindneſs he drew near, 
And ſtill mair lovely did appear; 
And round about my ſlender waiſt 
He claſp*d his arms, and me embrac'd : 
To kiſs my hand ſyne down did knee}, | 
As I fat at my ſpinning+ wheel. | 


; 


My milk-white hands he did extol, | 
And prais'd my fingers long and ſmall, | 
And ſaid, there was nae lady fair 
That ever cou'd with me compare. | 

Theſe words into my heart did ſteal, 5 
But till I turn*d my ſpinning-wheel.. 8 


Altho? T feemingly did chide, 
Yet he wad never be deny'd, 
But ftill declar'd his love the mair, | 
Until my heart was wounded fair : | 

That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal, | 
Yet ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel, 


My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel, | 
| My winnels and my ſpinning wheel; 
He bid me leave them a' with ſpeed, 
| And gang with him to yoader mead : 
My yielding heart ſtrange flames did feel, | 
Yet ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 5 
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About my neck his arm he laid; 


* 


And whiſper'd, Riſe, my bonny maid, 


l' teach thee better wark to do. 
In trouth I loo'd the motion weel, 
And loot alane my ſpinning- wheel. 


Amang the pleaſant cocks of hay, 
Then with my bonny lad I lay; 
What laſſie, young and ſaft as I, 

{ Cou'd fic a handſome lad deny ? 
65 Theſe pleaſures I cannot reveal, 
| 

| 

| 
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That far ſurpaſt the ſpinning-wheel, 
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Tak your auld Cloak about you. 


[ N Winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 
And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 

| And Boreas, wi” his blaſts fae bauld, 
Was threat'ning a' our ky to kill: 

Then Bell, my wife, wha lo'es nae ſtrife, 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, 

Get up, goodman, fave Cromy's life, 
And tak? your auld cloak about ye. 


22 


And with me to yon hay- cock go, » 
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O Bell, why doft thou flyte and ſcorn ? 
Thou kenſt my cloak is very thin: 
It is ſo bare and overworn, 
A cricke he thereon cannot rin ; 
Then l'il nae langer borrow nor lend, 
For ance I'll new apparel'd be, 
To-morrow I'll to town and ſpend, 
For I'll hae a new cloak about me. 


My Cromie is an uſeful cow, 

And ſhe is come of a good kine ; 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairns* mou, 5 
And Ham laith that ſhe ſhou'd tyne 1 

Get up, goodman, it is fou time, 

The ſun ſhines in the lift ſae hie: 
: Sloth never made a gracious end, 
Gae tak? your auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 


When it was fitting for my wear; |. 

But now its ſcantly worth a groat, 
For I hae worn't this threty year; 

Let's ſpend the gear that we hae won, | , 


We little ken the day we'll die; 
Then I'll be proud, fince I hae ſworn 
To hae a new cloak about me, 


bl 


| 
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In days when our King Robert rang, 
His trews they coſt him ha'f-a-crown ; 
He ſaid they were a groat o'er dear, 
And ca'd the taylor thief and lown 
He was the King that wore a crown, 
And thou'rt a man of laigh degree, 
'Tis pride puts a* the country down, 
Sac tak* thy auld cloak about thee, 


Ev'ry land has its ain lough, 
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool ; 
I think the warld is a' run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule 3 
Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock and Hab, 
As they are girded gallantly, 
While I fit hurklen in the aſe ? 
Pl hae a new cloak about me, 


| Goodman, I wat 'tis threty years 


Since we did ane anither ken; 
And we hae had between us twa, 
O' lads and bonny laſſes ten: 
Now, they are women grown and men, 
I wiſh and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good huſband, 
E'en tak? your auld cloak about ye. 
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Bell, my wife, ſhe lo'es nae ſtrife ; 
But ſhe wad guide me if ſhe can, 
And to maintain an eaſy life, 
I aft maun yield, tho' I'm goodman : 
Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye gi'e her a' the plea; 
Then I'll leave aff where I began, 
And tak' my auld cloak about me. 
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Wuan l've a ſaxpence under my thum', 
Then ['ll get credit in i!ka town: 
But ay whan I'm poor they bid me gang by 
O ! poverty parts good company. 

Todlen hame, todlen hame, 

Cou'dna my love come todlen hams ? 


Fair fa' the go0!wife, and ſend her good ſale, 
She gi'es us white bannocks to drink her ale, 
Syne if her typpony chance to be ſma', 

We'll tak? a good ſcour o't, and ca't awa?. 
Todlen hame, todlen hams, 
As round as a neep come todlen hame. 
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My kimmer and I lay down to ſleep, 
And twa pint-ſtoups at our bed feet; 
And ay when we waken'd we drank them dry: 
What think you of my weer kimmer and I? 
Todlen butt and tudlen ben, 
| Sae round as my love comes todlen bame. 


Leez me on liquor, my todlen dow, 
Yereay ſae good-humour'd when weeting your mou; 
When ſober, fze ſour, yell fight wr a flee, 
That it's a blyth ſight to the bairns and me, 

Todlen hame, tedlen hame, 
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When round as a ncep ye come todlen hame. 
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By the Rev. Author of TULLocyuGorRuUM, 


| Wars firſt I came to be a man of twenty years 
or ſo, 

I thought myſelf a handſome youth, and fain the 
world would know. 

In beſt attire I ſtept m_ with ſpirits briſk and 
Bay, 

And here, and there, and every where, was like a 
morn in May. | 
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— 
No care I had, nor fear of want, but rambled up 


and down, | 
And for a beau I might have paſs'd in country or 


in town: 
I ſtill was pleas'd where'er I went, and when I was 
alone, 
I tun'd my pipe and pleas'd myſelf with John of Ba- 
denyon, 


— — rn 
— 


| 
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5 


Now in the days of youthful prime a miſtreſs ! 

muſt find; 

For love, they ſay, gives one an air, and ev'n im- ; 
proves the mind. 

On Philis fair, above the reſt, kind Fortune fix'd } 
my eyes, | 

Her piercing beauty ſtruck my heart, and ſhe be- 
came my choice: 

To Cupid then, with hearty pray'r, I offer*d many | 
a vow, 

And danc'd, and ſung, and ſigh'd and ſwore, as 
other lovers do: 

But when at laſt I breath'd my flame, I found her 
cold as ſtone; 

I left the girl, and tun'd my pipe, to John of Baden- 
yon, 


3 
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When love had thus my heart beguil'd, with } 
fooliſh hopes and vain, 
To Friendſhip's port I ſteer'd my courſe, and laugh'd 
at lovers” pain. 


A friend I got by lucky chance, *twas ſomething 
like divine; 

An honeſt friend's a precious gift, and ſuch a gift 

was mine: | 


8 


1. 


And now whatever might betide, a happy man was I 

In any ſtrait I knew to whom I freely might apply; 

A ſtrait ſoon came, my friend I try'd, he laugh'd 
and ſpurn'd my moan, 

& I hy'd me home, and pleas'd myſelf with John of 8 

Badenyon. 


— 


T thought I ſhould be wiſer next, and would a 

| patriot turn, 

[I Began to doat on Johnny Wilks, and cry up Parſon 

| Horne ; 

Their noble ſpirit I admir'd, and prais'd their 
manly zeal: | 

Who had with flaming tongue and pen maintain'd 
the public weal : 

But eber a month, or two was paſt, I found myſelf 
betray'd ; | 

Twas Self and Party after all, for all theſtir they made. 
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f* At laſt I ſaw theſe factious knaves+inſult the very 
| 
| 
| 


throne, i 
I curs'd them all, and tun'd my pipe, to John of 
Badenyon. 


What next to do I mus'd a while, ſtill hoping to 
| ſucceed, 
| I pitch'd on books for company, and gravely try'd 
| to read; 
| I bought and borrow'd every where, and ſtudy'd 

night and day; 
Nor miſt what Dean or Doctor wrote, that happen- 

ed in my way, 
Philoſophy I now eſteem*d the ornament of youth: 


: 
E 


And carefully thro' many a page l hunted after truth, [ 
A thouſand various ſchemes | try'd, and yet was 
pleas*d with none, 
I threw them by, and tun'd my pipe to John of Ba- 
denyon. 


And now ye youngſters every where, who want 
to make a ſhow, [ below ; 

| Take heed in time, nor vainly hope for happineſs 
| What you may fancy pleaſure here is but an empty 
name, 
For girls, and friends, and books, and ſo, you'll 
y 5 find them all the ſame, 
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Then be advis'd, and warning take from ſuch a 
man as me, 

'm neither Pope nor Cardinal, nor one of high 

degree: — 


You'll find diſpleaſure every where; then do as I 
have done, 

E'en tune your pipe, and pleaſe yourſelf with John 

of Badenyon. 
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Tune, The Bridegroom greets. 


Wurd the ſnheep are in the fauld, and the ky at 
hame, 

a And a' the warld to ſleep are gane: 

The waes of my heart fa's in ſhow'rs frae my ee, 


When my gudeman lyes ſound by me. 


Young Jemmy loo'd me well, and he ſought me 
for his bride, 
But ſaving a crown he had naething beſide 
To mak' that crown a pund, my Jemmy gade 
| to ſea, 
And the crown and the pund were baith for me, I 
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He had nae been awa' a week but only twa, 
When my mither ſhe fell fick, and the cow was 
ſtoun awa'; 
My father brak' his arm, and my Jemmy at the ſea, 
And auld Robin Grey can e a courting me. 


My father coudna' work, and my mither coudna' 
ſpin, 
I toil'd day and night, but their bread I coudna win; 
Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and wi? tears in 
his ce, 
« Said, Jenny for their ſakes, O marry me, 


My heart it ſaid. nay, I look*d for ]-mmy back; 
But the wind it blew high, and the ſhip it was a 
wreck, 
The ſhip it was a wreck; why didna Jemmy die? 
And why do live to ſay waes me? 


ſpeak, | 

She look'd in my face till my heart was like to 
break, 

So they gi'ed him my hand, tho' my heart was in 
the ſea, | 

And auld Robin Grey is gudeman to me. 


Auld Robin argued fair, tho' my mither didna | 


% Fo — 
| . 


I hadna been a wife a week but only four, 
When fitting ſae mournfully at the door, 


|; 
I aw my Jemmy's wreath, for I coudna think it 
he, 
Till he ſaid, I'm come back for to marry thee, 
2 


O fair did we greet, and muckle did we ſay; 
We took but ae kiſs, and we tore ourſclves away : 
I wiſh I were dead! but I'm no like to die, 

And why do live to ſay waes me? 


I gang like a ghaiſt, and carena to ſpin z 
I darena think on Jemmy, for that wou'd be a ſin; 
Q But l' do my beſt a gude wife to be, 
For auld Robin Grey is kind unto me, 


—_— —— 
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Wozp, and married, and a', 
Ina Wood and married and a“, 
IWas ſhe nae very weel aff 
to Was woo'd and married and a*. 


The bride came out of the byre, 
in And O as ihe dighted her cheeks, 
, Sirs, I'm to be married the night, 


——_— 
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And has neither blankets nor ſheets, 
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Has neither blankets nor ſheets, 
Nor ſcarce a coverlet too; 
| The bride.that has a? to borrow, 


Has een right meikle ado. 
Wood, and married, &c. 


Out ſpake the bride's father, 
As he came in frae the plough; 
O had ye're tongue, my doughter,. 
And ye's get gear enough; 
| The ſtirk that ſtands i' the? tether, *© 
| And our bra? bafin'd yade, 
Wil carry ye hame your corn, 


X What wad ye be at, ye jade? 
N Mood, and married, &c. 
Out ſpake the bride's mither, 


What d=] needs a' this pride; 
T had nae a plack in my pouch, 
That night I was a bride; 
My gown was linſy-woolſy, 
And ne'er a fark ava; 
And ye hae ribbons and buſkins, | 
Mae than ane or twa. 


r 


Mood, and married, &c. 
What's the matter, quo Willie, 
Tho' we be ſcant o' claiths, 
| We'll creep the nearer the gither, a 
| And we'll ſmore a' the fleas : 


—_— 
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Simmer is coming on, 
And well get teats of woo 3 
And we'll get a laſs o' our ain, 
And ſhe'll ſpin claiths enew. | 
IWao'd, and married, &c, If 
Out ſpake the bride's brither, | 
As he came in wi' the kie : 
Poor Willie had ne'er a ta'en ye, 
Had he kent ye as weel as I; 
For you're baith proud and ſaucy, | 
And no for a poor man's wife; 
Gin I canna get a better, 8 
Iſe never take ane i“ my life. . 
Mood, and married, &c. | 


Out ſpake the bride's ſiſter, 

| As ſhe came in frae the byre; 

o gin ll were but married, 

| It's a' that I defire: 

But we poor fo'k maun live ſingle, 
And do the beſt we can; 

I Idinna care what I ſhou'd want, 

If I cou'd get but a man. 

Moo'd, and married, &c. 
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MARY Scor. 


Häppv's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 

| But words are wanting to diſcover 

| The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 

Ye regiſters of Heav'n, relate, 

If looking o'er the rolls of Fate, 

> Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow ? 


Ah no! her form's too heav®n'y fair, 
Her love the gods above muſt ſhare; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then I'll go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
, She is too good to let me languiſh ; | 
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With ſucceſs crowu'd, PI! not envy 
The folks who dwell above the Ky; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe in Yarrow. 
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To the Tune of the foregoing. 


9 

Twas ſummer, and the day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from care, 
Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, 


I wander o'er the braes of Larrow; & | 
Till then deſpiſing beauty's power, 


I kept my heart, my own ſecure ; 
But Cupid's art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's charms do now enſlave me. 


Will cruel love no bribe receive ? 

No ranſom take for Mary's flave ? 

Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me; 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. 

No bondage may with mine compare, 

Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair: 

This beauteous flower, this roſe of Yarrow, 

In Nature's garden has no marrow. | 
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Had I of Heaven but one ed 

Id aſk to ly in Mary's breaſt: 

There would [ live or die with pleaſure, 

Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſure 

Deſpifing kings and all that's great, 

I'd ſmile at courts and courtier's fate 


My joy compleat on ſuch a marrow, 
I'd dwell with her, and live on Yarrow, 


But tho? ſuch bliſs I ne'er ſhould gain, 
Contented fte Ill wear my chain, 
* hopes my faithful heart may move her; 


I For leaving life PI! always love her. 

What doubts diſtract a lover's mind? 

That breaſt, all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind 

And he ſhall yet become my marrow, 
* 


Dr 


The lovely beauteous roſe of Yarrow. 
ns. 


Omnia vincit Amor. 


As I went forth to view the ſpring, 
Which Flora had adorned 

In raiment fair; now every thing 
«The rage of winter ſcorned 
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I caſt mine eye, and did eſpy 
A youth, who made great clamor; 
And drawing nigh I heard him cry, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor. 
Upon his breaſt he lay along, 
Hard by a murm'ring river, 
And mournfully his doleful fong 
With f1yzkhs he did deliver; 


Ah! Jeany's face has comely grace, 
Her locks that ſhine like lamer, 

With burning rays have cut my days 
For emnia vincit amor. 


| 2 
Her glanc; een like comets ſheen, 
The morning ſun. outſhining, 
Have caught my heart in Cupid's net, 
And make me die with pining, 
Durſt J complain, Nature's to blame, 
* 


So curiouſly to frame her, 
Whoſe beauties rare make me, with care, 
Cry, nia vincit amor. 


Ye cryſtal ſtreams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be partners of my mourning, 

Ye fragrant fields and meadows wide, 
Condemn her for her ſcorning 
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Let every tree a witneſs be, 
How juſtly I may blame her; 

Ye chanting birds, note theſe my words, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


Had ſhe been kind as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been admired, 
And been ador'd for virtues rare, 
, Wh' of life now makes me tired, 
Thus ſaid, his breath began to fail, 
He could not ſpeak but ſtammer z, 
He figh'd full ſore, and ſaid no more, 


But nia vincit amor. 4 8 

: 

When Jobſerv'd him near to death, | $ 
I run in haſte to ſave him, < 


But quickly he refign'd his breath, 
So deep the wound love gave him, 
Now for her ſake this vow l'll make, 
My tongue ſhall ay defame her, 
While on his herſe I'll write this verſe, 
Ahl omnia vincit amor. 


Straight I conſider'd in my ming 
Upon the matter rightly, 

And found, though Cupid he be blind, | 
He proves in pith moſt mighty. 5 
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For omnia vincit amor. 
4 


| Why is your wonted fondneſs now 
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For warlike Mars, and thund'ring Jove, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 

Did ever prove the ſlaves of love ; 
For mania vincit amor. | 


Hence we may ſee th' effects of love, 
Which gods and men keep under, 

That nothing can his bonds remove, 
Or torments break aſunder : 

Nor wife nor fool need go to ſchool 
To learn this from his grammar; 

His heart's the book where he's to look 
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As Sylvia in a foreſt lay, 
To vent her woe alone ; 


Her ſwain Sylvander came that way, 
And heard her dying moan, 


Ah! is my love, ſhe ſaid to you 
So worthleſs and ſo vain ? 


Converted to diſdain ? 
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You vow'd the light ſhou*d darkneſs turn, 
E'er you'd exchange your love; 

In ſhades now may creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithſul prove, 

Was it for this I credit gave 
To ev'ry oath you ſwore ? 

But ab! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 
Who moſt our charms adore, 


"Tis pain your drift was all deceit, 
| The practice of mankind; 
. Alas! I ſee it, but too late, 
My love had made me blind, 
For yo delighted, I could die; 
But oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 
To think that credulons conſtant 1 
Shou'd by yourſelf be kill'd. 


This faid—— — all breathleſs, ſick and pale, 
Her head upon her hand, 
She found her vital ſpirits fail, 
And ſenſes at a ſtand. * 
Sylvander then began to melt; 
But e'er the word was given, 
The heavy hand of Death ſhe felt, 
And ſigh'd her ſoul to Heaven. 


; 
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Party's Mir. 


Tas nßs of Paty's mill, 
So bonny, blyth, and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, 
— Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay 
Bare headed on the green, 
Love 'midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts rifing in their dawn, 
To age it would give youth, 
To preſs em with his hand ; 
Through all my ſpirits ran 
An extaſy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 
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Without the help of art, 

Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, | 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
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Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my brile. 


O had I all that wealth 
Hoptoun's high mountains fill 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will; 
I'd promiſe and fulfill, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Paty's mill 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame with me. 
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Tux yellow-hair'd laddie ſat down on yon brae, 
Cries, Milk the ewes, laflie, let nane of them gae; 
And ay ſhe milked, and ay ſhe ſang, 


The ycllow-hair'd laddie ſhall be my goodman, 
And ay ſhe milked, &e. 


— 


rr 


The weather is cauld, and my claithing is thin, 
The ewes are new clipped, they winna bught in; 
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They winoa bught in tho' I ſhou'd die, 
| O yellow-hair'd laddie, be kind to me, 
They winna bught in, &c. 


The good wiſe cries butt the houſe, Jenny, come 
ben. : 
The cheeſe is to mak, and the butter's to kirn 
Tho? butter, and cheeſe, and a* ſhou'd ſour, 
Pl crack and kiſs wi? my love ae haff hour 
It's ae haff hour, and we's e'en mak it three, 
For the yellow hair'd laddie my hufband ſhall be. 
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Peggy. 


Wurd firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 
And 1 at ewe - milking firſt ſey'd my young ſKill, 


To bear the milk bowie nae pain was to me, 
When I at the bughting forgather'd with thee- 


Patiz. 


When corn-rigs wav'd yellow, and blue hether- 
bells 
d Bloom'd bonny on moorland and ſweet riſing tene 
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258 SOCECILI A. 9 
Nae birns, briers, or brechens ga'e trouble to me, | 
If I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 
Pegp Fs. | 
4 


When thou ran, or wreftled, or putted the ſtane, 
And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain: 
Thy itka ſport manly ga'e pleaſure to me; 


For nane can putt, wreftle, or run ſwift as thee. | 


—_ 


Patie. | | 
Our Jenny ſings ſaftly ths Cowden-broom &nows, 
And Roſie lilts ſweetly e milking the ewes ; 
There's few 7enny Nettles like Nancy can ſing, N 
N . throw the wood, laddie, Beſs gars our lugs ring; 4 
But when my dear Peggy ſings, with better ſkill, 
The boatman,. Tweed/ide, or the laſs off the mill. 
*Tis mony times ſweeter and pleaſant to me; 
For tho? they ſing nicely, they cannot like thee, 


* 


_ — — 


Peggy. 

How: eaſy can laſſes trow what they defire ! 
And praiſes fae kindly increaſes Love's fire: 
Give me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be, 
To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee, 


—__ e — 
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SONG 174. 
To the Tune of the foregoing, 


Ix April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 

And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; 

The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 

To wilds and deep glens where the bawthorn trees 
grow. 


_ 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his love*s ev'ning and morn ; 
He ſang with fo ſaft and enchanting a ſound, 

That ſylvans and fairies unſeen dare'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, Tho? young Maya be fair, | 


r — 


Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu? proud air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly cou'd ſing; 
Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was unconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Sue was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs which ſprung from the ſca. 


— 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great 
dow'r, 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſow'r; 
1 ſighing, he wiſh*d, wou'd parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his miftreſs might be. 


1 2. p. 
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And the meadows their beauty bave loſt; 

When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt ; 

While the peaſant inactive ſtands ſhiv*ring with cold, 
As bleak the winds northernly blow; 

When the innocent flocks run for eaſe to the fold 
With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow; 


** 
SON G 175. 
Tus Wisn. 
Wurd the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen, | 


In the yard while the cattle are fodder'd with firaw, 

And ſend forth their breath like a ſtream; 

And the neat-looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw 
Fleaks of ice that ſhe ſinds in her cream: 

When the ſweet country maiden as freſh as the roſe, 
As ſhe careleſly trips often ſlides, 

And thercftics loud laugh, if by falling ſhe ſhows 
All the charms that her modeſty hides. 
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When the birds to the barn-door hover for food, 
As with filence they reſt on the ſpray, 
And the poor tired hare in vain ſeeks the wood, 
Leſt her agen her cauſe ſhould betray. 


1 
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| When the lads and the laſſes, in company join'd, 
| In a crowd round the embers are met, 

| Talk of fairies-and witches that ride on the wind, 
| And of ghoſts, till they're all in a ſweat ; 


| Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
| With the nymph whom I love and admire, 
| Whilſt the icicles hang from the eves of my coat, 
| 1 may thither in ſafety retire. 
Where in neatneſs and quiet, and freefrom ſurpriſe, 
We may live, and no hardſhips endure, 


Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure, 
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SONG 176. 


| Wat ye wha I met Yeſtreen ? 


| Now wat ye wha I met yeſtreen, 

| Coming don the ſtreet, my jo? 

| My miſtreſs in her tartan ſcreen, 

Fo bonny, braw, and ſweet, my jo. 
| | My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, 
That never wiſh*d a lover ill, 

| | Since ye're out of your mither's ſight, 

5 + Let's take a wa'k up to the hill. 


l 1 —ů —ů—ůů 


* 


. 


o Katy, wiltu' gang wi' me, 

And leave the dinſome town a while? 

| The bloſſom's ſprouting frae the tree, 

| Ard a' the fimmer's gaw'n to ſinile : 

| The mavis, nightingale, and lark, 

| The bleating lambs, and whiſtling hind, 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw, and park, 
Will nouriſh health, and glad ye'r mind. 


| Soon as the clear goodman of day, 
| Bends up his morning draught of dew, 
5 We'll gae to ſome burn-ſide and play, 
And gather flowers to buſk ye'r brow : 
1 
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We'll pou the daifies on the green, 

The lucken gowans frae the bog; 

| Between hands now and then we'il lean, #- 
And ſport upo' the velvet fog. 
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There's up into a pleaſant glen, 

A wee piece frae my father's tow'r, 
A canny, ſoft, and flaw'ry den, 
Where circling birks have form'd a bow'r: 
Whene'er the ſun grows kigh and Warm, | 
Wu to the cauler ſhade remove; 
There will I lock thee in mine arm, 
4 And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 
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SONG 177. 


KArv's AnswER. 


Mr mither*s ay glowran o'er me, 
Though ſhe did the ſame before me; 
Icanna get leave to look to my loove, 
Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me, 
Right fain wad I take ye'r offer, 
Sweet Sir, but Ill tine my tocher; 
Then, Sandy, yell fret, and wyte ye'r poor Kate, & 
'Whene'er ye keek'in your toom coffer, 


For tho? my father has plenty, 

Of filler and pleniſhing dainty, 
Yet he's unco ſwear to twin wi? his gear; 

And ſae we had need to be tenty. 

Tutor my parents wi' caution, 

Re wylie in ilka motion, 
1 Brag weel o' ye'r land, and there's my leal hand, 
Win them, I'Il be at your devotion, 
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SONG 178. 


Sung in ThE GENTLE SHEPHERD, | 


Patie. 


By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 
And rowing eye, which ſmiling tells the truth, 
1 gueſs, my laſſie, that as well as I, 

You're made for love, and why ſhould ye deny? 


Peggy. | 
But ken ye, lad, gin we confeſs o'cr ſoon, 
Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done: 


The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow?r, 
Like unripe fruit will taſte but hard and ſow'r. 


|  Patie. 

But when they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye: 
Red-checked you compleatly ripe appear, 

And I have thoPd and woo'd a lang ha'f year. 


Peggy. 
Then dinna pu' me; gently thus I fa? T! 
Into my Paty's arms for good and a'; 
But ſtint your wiſhes to this frank embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 


N 


| 
| 
| A ' . . . 
| S Jamie gay gang'd blyth his way, 
| Alang the.river Tweed, 
| A bonny laſs as e'er was ſeen, 

Came tripping o'er the mead. | 


i 
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Patie. 
O charming armsfu'! hence, ye cares, away, 
PIll kiſs my treaſure a? the live- lang day; 
A' night l' dream my kiſſes o'er again, 
Till that day come that ye'il be a' my ain. 
CHORUS, 
Sun, gallop down the weſtlin ties, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly rife : 
© laſh your fleeds, pt time away, 
And haſte about our bridal day: 
And if ye re wearied, hones/t light, 
Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night, 


- P MMA 
_— 


i | ro $0 bk 0c eg ec ar ace oc. ge 


SONG 179, 


JAMIE GAY. 


The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd, 

And full of glee as lad could be, 
Fug the pretty maid 


— 
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Dear laſſie tell, why 8 thineſell 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here. 

My ewes, ſhe cried, are ſtraying wide, 
Canſt tell me, laddie, where? 

To town I'll hie, he made reply, 
Some meikle ſport to ſee, 

But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 
PI! ſeek the ewes with thee, 


She gae'm her hand, nor made a ſtand, 

But lik'd the youth's intent; 

A O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale 
Right merrily they went. 

The birds ſang ſweet, the pair to greet, 

And flowers bloom'd around? 

And as they walk' d, of love they talk'd, 

And joys which lovers crown'd. 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
The zenith of his power, 

When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 

| To paſs the mid-day hour, 

Te bonny lad rowd in his plaid = 
The laſs, who ſcorn'd to frown ; 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe fought, 
And he to gang to town, 


| 
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SONG 180, 
My Heart's my ain. | |. 
'Tis nae very lang ſinſyne, | 1 
That I had a lad of my ain: | 


But now he*s'awa? to anither, * 
And left me a' my lain: | 
The laſs he's courting has filler, . 
And J hae nane at a'; 
And 'tis nought but the love of the tocher, 


| That's tane my lad awa?. . 


— 


But I'm blyth, that my heart's my ain, 
And Pl] kcep it a' my life, 
Until that I meet wi” a lad 
: Who has ſenſe to wale a good wife, 
For though I ſay't myſell, | 
That ſhou'd nae ſay't, tis true, 
The lad that gets me for a wife, 
Hell ne*er hae occaſion to rue. 


I gang ay fou clean and fou toſh, 
As a' the neighbours can tell; 


| Though Ive ſeldom a gown on my back, 
But fic as I ſpin myſell. 
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And when I am clad in my cartivy, 
I think myſell as brawz 

As Suſy, wi” a' her pearling, . 

That's tane my lad awa'. 


But I with they were buckled together, 

And may they live happy for life ; 

- Tho? Willie does ſlight me, and's left me, 

The chield he deſerves a good wife, 

But, O! I'm blyth that ve miſs'd him, 
As blyth as I weel can be; 

For ane that's ſae keen o the filler, 

Will ne'er agree wi? me. 


But as the truth is, l'm hearty, 
F hate to be ſcrimpit or ſcant; 
The wie thing I hae, I'll make uſe o't, 
And nae ane about me ſhall want. 
For I'm a good guide o' the warld, 
I ken when to ha'd and to gie; 
For whinging and cringing for filler, 
Will ne*er agree wi' me. | 


Contentment is better than riches, 
An' he wha has that has enough; 
The maſter is ſeldom ſae happy ; 
As Robin that drives the plongh, j 
0 


TIX 


ö 


But if a young lad wou'd cat up, 
To make me his partner for life ; 


If the chield has the ſenſe to be happy, 
He'll fa” on his feet for a wife. 


| 
| 
SON G 18. | 


ALLloa Hovsst.. 


| Tre ſpring time returns, and clothes the green | | 
plains, . 
And Alloa ſhines more chearful and gay; 
The lark tunes his throat, and the neighbouring 
ſwains 
Sing merrily round me where - ever I ſtray; 
Zut Sandy nae mair returns to my view z 
Nae ſpring-time me-chears, nae muſiccan charm 
He's gane! and, I fear me, for ever: adieu! 


: © Acieu cry pleaſure this boſom can warm! | 

: | | 
- O Alloa-houſe ! how much art thou chang'd! 
| How filent, how dull to me is each grove } ES 
| Alane I here wander where ance we both rang'd, 
5 


. Alas! where to pleaſe mg my Sandy ance ſtrove ! 


- 
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Here, Sandy, I heard the tales that-you tauld, 
Here liſt'ned too. fond whenever you ſung ; 


Am I grown leſs fair then, that you are, turn'd 
cauld ? 
Or fooliſh, believ'd a falie, flattering tongue? 


S0 ſpoke the fair maid, when Sorrow's keen pain, 
And Shame, her laſt fault'ring accents ſuppreſt ; | 
For Fate, at that moment, brought back her dear 
ſwain, | 


Who heard, and, wi' rapture, his Nelly addreſt: lf 
75 My Nelly ! my fair, I come; O my love! H 
2 Nae power ſhall thee tear again from my arms, g 
1 And, Nelly, nae mair thy fond ſhepherd reprove, 4 
"Who knows thy fair worth, and adores a' thy 
charms, _ 


—— I It ch 


«Sie heard; and new joy ſhot thro” her ſaft frame, 
And will you, my Love! te true? ſhe replied: 
And live Ito meet my fond ſhepherd the ſame ? 
Or dream T that Sandy will make me his bride ? 
O Nelly! ive to find thee ſtill kind ; . 
Still true to thy ſwain, and lovely as true: 
© Then adieu to a' ſorrow z what ſoul is ſo blind, 
24s not to.live happy for ever with you? 


| O A! how cou'd I venture to love ane like thee, 


On lords, thy admirers cou'd look wi” diſdain, . 
And knew 1 was nacthing, yet pity'd my pain? 


Tin fainting wi' pleaſure, I die in your arms; 


| Thro? a' the wild tranſports of ecſtaſy toſt, 


- Ok! where is the maid that, like thee, ne' er can cloy, 
Whoſe wit does enliven each dull pauſe of joy; 


From beautiful miſtreſs turns ſenſible friend? 
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182. 


To the Tune of the foregoing. 
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And you not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me? 


Vou ſaid, While they teaz'd you with nonſenſe and 
dreſs, 

When real the paſſion, the vanity's leſs; 

You ſaw thro? that ſilence which others deſpiſe, e 

Aud, while beaux were a-tauking, read love in my 


eyes. 


O! how ſhall I fauld thee, and kiſs a' thy charms, 


Till finking together, together we're loſt ! 


And when the ſhort raptures are all at an end, 


In vain do J praiſe tbee, or ſtrive to reveal, 


Too nice for expreſſivn, which only we feel. _ 


4 — 
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In a' that you do, in each look and each mien, 
. Thy graces in-waiting adorn you unſeen, | 
When I ſee you, I love you; when hearing, adore: 
I wonder, and think. you a woman no more 

Till mad wi” admiring, I cannot contain, 

And kiſſing your lips, you tura woman again. 


- With thee in my boſom, how can I deſpair? 
"PII gaze on thy beauties, and look awa care: 
I'll aſk thy advice when-with troubles oppreſt, 

» Which never diſpleaſes, but always is beſt. 

In all that I write I'll thy judgment inquire; 

Thy wit ſhall correct what thy love did inſpire: 
"I! kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till youth is all o'er, 
And then live in friendſhip, when paſſion's na more. 
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Wear numbers ſhall the muſe repeat ? 
What verſe be found to praiſe my Annie? 
: On her ten thouſand graces wait, 

| Each ſwain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 
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Since firſt ſhe trod the happy plain, 


She ſet each youthfu? heart on fire; 


Each nymph does to her ſwain complain, 


That Annie kindles new deſire. 


This lovely darling, deareſt care, 
This new delight, this charming Annie, 


Like ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 


When Flora's fragrant breezes fan, ye. 
A' day the am rous youths conveen, 
Joyous they ſport and play before her; 


A' night, when ſhe nae mair is ſeen, 


In bliſsful dreams they ſtill adore her. 


© Amang the crowd Amyntor came, 
| He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie 
His riſing ſighs expreſs his flame, 


His words were few, his wiſhes many. 


5 Wi' ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, 
Kind Shepherd, Why ſhou'd 1 deceive ye? 


| Alas! your love maun be deny'd, 
| 


This deftin'd breaſt can neꝰer relieve ye. 


Young Damon came, with Cupid's art, 


His wiles, his ſmiles, bis charms beguiling, 


| He ſtaw awa' my virgin heart; 


26579 


Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewalling, 
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Some bright:r beauty you may find, 
On yond-r plain the nymphs are many 

Then chuſe ſome heart that's unconfin'd, 
And leave to Damon his own Annie, 
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SONG 184. 


Tur Broom of CowDExkNoOws. 


PF My ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He ſkipt the burn, and flew to me; 
I met him wi' good will. | 
0 the broom, the bonny, benny broom, 
The broom & Cowdenknyus ; 
I wiſh I were wi” my dear ſwain, 
Wyw his pipe and my ewes. 


| 

| S 

2 How blyth, ilk“ morn, was I to ſee 8 
ö 


I neither wanted ew nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay; 

He gather'd in my ſheep at night, - 
And chear'd me a' the day. 


O the broom, &c ; 
© 


| 


l 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſae ſweet, 


The birds ſtood liſt'ning by; 


Ev'n the dull cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 


Charm'd wi? his melody. 
| 


| I envy*d not the faireſt dame, 


| Betwixt our flocks and play, 
| 
| -Tho* ne'er ſo rich and gay. 


Gang heavily and mourn, 
q Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born! 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| He did oblige me ev'ry hour; 
| - Cou'd I but faithfu' be? 


0 the breom, *&c. 


| While thus we ſpent our time, by turns | 


GC the broom, &. 


Hard fate ! that I ſhou'd baniſh'd be, 


O the broom, &. 


He-ftaw my heart; cou'd I refuſe 


Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 


My doggie, and my little kit, 


May now ly uſeleſs by. 


4 


9D the broom, &c. 


That held my wee ſoup whey, 
My plaidy, broach, and crooked ſtick, 


O the broom, &c. 
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; A FRIEND of mine came here yeſtreen, 


That lang or c'er midnight came, 


ST-GECILI A. 5 ; 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
Farewel a' pleaſures there; 
Ye gods, reſtore: me to my ſwain, 


Is a* I crave, or-care. | 
| © the broom, &c. 
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SON & 185. 
My Wife's ta!en the Gee. 


And he wou'd hae me down, 
To drink a bottle of ale wi' him, 
In the niceſt borrows town. 
But, O! indeed, it was, Sir, 
Sae far the war for me; 
For lang or e*er that I came hame, 
My wife had ta'en the gee. 


We ſat ſae late, and drank fae ſtout, 
The truth 1 tell to you, 


We were a' roaring fou. 
My wife fits at the fire- ſide; 
And the tear blinds ay her ee, 


—_—_ - D 


The ne'er a bed will ſne gae to; 
But fit and tak the gee- 


N 
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In the morning ſoon, when I came down, 
The ne'er ae word ſhe ſpake 

But mony a ſad and ſour look, 
And ay her head ſhe'd ſhake. 

| My dear, quoth I, what aileth thee, 

To look ſae four on me? 

Il never do the like again, 

If ye'll ne'er tak? the gee, 


_—y 


When that ſhe heard, ſhe ran, ſhe flang 
| Her arms about my neck ; 


And twenty kiſſes in a crack, 
And, poor wee thing, ſhe grat. 
if yell ne'er do the like again, 

| But bide at hame wi? me, 

| Pll lay my life Iſe be the wife 

| That's never tak? the gee. 


| _ SONG 186, 
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Tat Way To xEEP Him, 


Ye fair, poſſeſs*d of ev'ry charm 
| To captivate the will; 
| Whoſe fmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 


Whoſe frowns at once can kill: 
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Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt*ry bears no part? 

An honeſt verſe that flows fincere, 

And candid from the heart. 


Great is your pow'r, but greater yet | 
Mankind it might engage, 


If, as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage. 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take, 
For who's to beauty blind ? 

But to what end a pris*ner make, 


[2 Ualeſs we've ſtrength to bind? 
4 


Attend the counſel often told— 
Too often told in vain— 
Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 
Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; 
Though beauty may the charm begin, 
TTis ſwectneſs makes it laſt, 
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BuiTHeE Jockey. 


Mv Jockey is the blitheſt lad 
That e*er young maid did woo; 
When ke appears, my heart is glad, 

For lie is kind and true, 


He talks of love whene'er we meet, 

| His words in rapture flow; 

65 Then tunes his pipe, and ſings ſo ſweet, 
8 


I have not pow'r to go. 


| All other laſſes he forſakes, 

And flies to me alone; 
| At ev'ry fair, or other wakes, 

I hear the maiden's moan. 
| He buys me toys and ſweetmeats too, 
| And ribbands for my hair: 

What ſwain was ever half ſo true, 
Or half ſo kind and fair ? 


| Where'er I go, I nothing fear, 
If Jockey is but by; 

For I alone am all his care, 
Whenever danger's nigh. 
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He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life; 

Can I refuſe, ye maidens, ſay, 
To be young Jockey's wife? 
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Fux bird, that hears her neſilings cry, 
And flies abroad for food, 
Returns impatient through the ſky 
To nurſe the callow brood: 
The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms, 
And ſickens for the darling boy, 
While abſent from her arms.. 


Such fondneſs with impatience join'd, 
My faithful boſom fires, 

Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 
The queen of my deſires. 

The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All fimiles are vain, 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 

Or to relieve my pain. 8 


- 
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The faint with fervent zeal inſpir'd 
For heav'n and Joys divine, 
The ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mine, 
I take what liberty I dare, 
*T were impious to ſay more; 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
The goddeſs I adore, 
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Taz LinNETSs. 


As bringing home the other day 

Two linnets I had ta'en, 
The pretty warblers ſeem*d to pray 
For liberty again. 
Unheedful of their plaintive notes 

I ſang acroſs the mead ; 
In vain they tun'd their downy throats, 
And flutter*d to be freed. 


As paſſing through the tufted grove, 
Near which my cottage ſtood, 

1 thought I ſaw the Queen of Love, 
When Chlora's charms I view'd. 
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I gaz'd, I lov'd, I preſs d her 1 
To hear my tender tale: | 

But all in vain, ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my ſighs prevail. 


Soon through the wound which love had made 
Came pity to my breaſt ; 
| And thus I, as compaſſion bade, 
| The feather'd pair addreſs'd: 
| Yelittle warblers, chearful be, 
| Remember not ye flew; 
For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, 
Am far more caught than you. 
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KATE O0F ABERDEEN. 


Tux giver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 

To wanton in the the winding ſtream, 

| And kifs reflected light. 

| To courts begone, heart-ſoothing ſleep, 
| Where you've ſo ſeldom been; | 
Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 

With Kate of Aberdeen. 
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The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May. 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare, 
The promis?d May, when ſeen, 

Not half fo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen, 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe you nodding grove, 


Till new wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 


And hail the maid I love. 


At her approach the lark miſtakes, 


And quits the new-dreſs*d green: 


| Fond birds, *tis not the morning breaks, 


"Tis Kate of Aberdeen! 


| Now blitheſome o'er the dewy mead, 


Where elves diſportive play, 


| The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 


Or fing their love-tun'd lay; 
Til May in morning robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen, 


| The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 


Here's Kate of Aberdeen! 
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ConTENTED I am, and contented I'll be; 
What can this vain world more afford, 
Than a vi to my mind, that prefers none to me, 
And contentment, though ſmall be my ſtore, 
My brave boys ? 
And contentment, though ſmall be my ſtore, 


In the morning I riſe, and then toil all the day, 
And hath happineſs ſtill in my view; 
Pl never forſake it ' till I overtake it, 
So eagerly I will it purſue, 
My brave boys, &c. 


When the evening does come, content I fit down, 
Nor e' er do I wiſh for to roam | 
For, Hymen and Love have firmly decreed, 
That true pleaſure*s found always at home, 
My brave boys, &c, 


Then, ye wand'rers! attend, give o'er your purſuits, 
They'll ever prove falſe, you will find; 
Seek pleaſure at home, and your wife, if ſhe's wiſe, 
Will always be loving and kind, 
My brave boys, &c. 
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Tell me when, and tell me where. 


DearesrT Kitty, Kind and fair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where, 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain 
When we thus ſhall meet again. 
Where ſhall Strephon fondly ſee 
Beauties only found in thee ? 
Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 
All the happy live-long day. 

Deareſt. Kitty, kind and fair, 

Tell me when, and tell me where. 


All the happy day, tis true, 
Bleſt but only then with yo u, 
Nightly Strephon fighs alone, 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one. 
Tell me then, and eaſe my pain, 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 
When the prieſt ſhall kindly join 
Kitty's trembling hand to mine. 

Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 

Tell me when, I care not where. 
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SONG 193. 
'TULLOCHGORUM. 
Compoſed by a Clergyman at Aberdeen, | 


Fiddlers, your pins in temper fix, 
And rozet weel your fiddle-fticks ; 
But baniſh vile Italian tricks 
Frae out your quorum, 
Nor fortes wi Pianos mix; 
Gie's Tullochgorum. 
. R. FrROGCUSss ox. 


| | Cons, gie's a ſang, the Lady cry'd, 
And ay your diſputes all aſide, 
What ſignifies't for folks to chide 
For what's been done before them ? 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory, 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
| To drop their whipmegmorum : 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
| To ſpend this night with mirth and glee, 
And cheerfu' fing alang wi! me 
| The reel of Tullochgorum. 


| Tullochgorum's my delight, 
| It gars us a' in ane unite 
And ony ſumph that keeps up ſpite, 
In conſcience I abhor him. 3 


„ 
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Blithe and merry we's be a', 
Blithe and merry, blithe and merry, 
Blithe and merry we's be a', 
To make a chearfu* quorum, 
Blithe and merry we's be a?, 
As lang's we ha'e a breath to draw. 
And dance, *till we be like to fa', 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


There needs na' be ſo great a phraſe 
Wi' dringing dull Italian lays, 


| 


C 


6 [ wadna gi'e our ain Strathſpeys 
7 For half a hundred ſcore o' em: 
They're douff and Cowie at the beſt, 
Douff and dowie, douff and dowie z 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Wi' a' their variorum : 
| They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
| Their allegroes, and a' the reſt, 
| They cannot pleaſe a Highland taſte, - 


ni 
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- Compar'd wi? Tullochgorum. 


| Let warldly minds themſelves oppreſs 

Wi' fear of want, and double ceſs ; 

And ſilly ſauls themſelves didreſi 
WY keeping up decorum ; 
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Shall we ſae ſour and fulky fit, 
Sour and ſulky, four and ſulky; 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky fit, 

Like auld Philoſophorum ? 
Shall we ſac ſour and ſulky fit, 
Wi' neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit? 
And canna riſe to ſhake a fit 

At the reel of Tullochgorum, 


May choiceft bleſſings ſti!l attend 
Each honeſt - hearted open friend, 
And calm and quiet be his end, 
Be a' that's good before him 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Peace and plenty, peace and plenty; 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
And dainties a' great ſtore oꝰ em 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Unftain'd by any vicious blot 
And may he never want a groat 
That's fond of Tullochgorum. 


But for the diſcontented fool, | 
Who wants to be oppreſſion's tool, | 
May envy gnaw his rotten ſoul, 

And blackeſt fiends devour him! 


S 7 2927 


May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 

Dole and ſorrow, dole and ſorrow, 

May dole and ſorro be his chance, 

And honeft ſouls abhor hm! * 9 
May dole and forrow be his chance, 

And a' the ills that come frae France, 3 
Whoe'er he be that winna dance 


The reel of Tuilochgorum. 
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\ SONG 194. 

(5 Compoſed by a Brother of St. Luke's Lodge 
= Tune, Iu the garb of 4/4 Gaul, &c. 

| IN the dreſs of Free Maſons, fit garments for Jove, 


| With the ſtrongeſt attachment true brotherly love, 
| We now-are aſſembled, all jovial and free, 
| For who are ſo wiſe—ſo ſocial as we! | 
And ſince we're bound, by ſecrecy, to unity and 
love, 
Let us, like Brethren, failbful [till to ev'ry 
 Brather prove: 
Thus, hand in hand, let's firmly /tand, 
All Maſons, in a ring, 
Protectors of our native land, 


The Craft, and the King, 
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1 That botherly-love, that affection divine; 


Rd mmm 5 


F 290 = CECILIT AM 


Tho? ſome, with ambition, for glory contend. 
And, when they've attain'd it, deſpiſe a poor Friend; 
Yet a Maſon, tho' noble, his fame to enſure, 
Counts each Maſon his brother, tho? ever ſo poor. 

And fince aue re bound, &c. 


But not to our Brethren alone we confine 


For our kind-hearted Siſters in that bear a ſhare, 
And, as we admire, we're belov'd by the Fair. 
And finte we're bound, &c, 


With juſtice, with candcur, our boſoms are 
warm'd 
Our tongues are with truth and fincerity arm'd ; 
We're loyal, we're truſty, we're faithful to thoſe 
Who treat us as friends, and we laugh at our foes, 
| And fince ae re bound, &c. 


We bend to the King, to our Maſter we bend; 
For theſe are the rulers we're bound to defend: 
And when ſuch a King, ſuch a Maſter, ariſe, 
As Britons, as Maſons, we've cauſe to rejoice. 
And fince we're bound, &c. 
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HiGHLAND QUEEN. 


No more my ſong ſhall be, ye ſwains, 
Of purling ſtreams, or flow'ry plains 
More pleafing beauties me infpire, 

And Phœbus tunes the warbling lyre ; 
Divinely aided, thus I mean 

To celebrate my Highland Queen. 


In her, ſweet innocence you'll find, 
With freedom, truth, and beauty join'd; 
From pride and affectation free, 
| Alike ſhe ſmiles on you and me: 


s. | WW || The brighteſt nympth that trips the green, 
ie, do pronounce my Highland Queen. 

l; | No ſordid wiſh, or trifling joy, 

; | Her ſettled calm of mind deftroy 


Strict honour fills her ſpotleſs ſoul, 
And adds a luftre to the whole : 
2 | A matchleſs ſhape, a graceful mien, 
| All center in my Highland Queen. 


| How bleſt that youth, whom gentle Fate 
AL Has deftin'd for fo fair a mate; 
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| Flas all theſe wond'ring gifts in ſtore, 
| And each returuing day. brings more. 
| No youth ſo happy can be ſeen, 

Poſſeſſing thee, my Highland Queen. 
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\ VE Muſes nine, O lend your aid, 
Inſpire a tender baſhful maid, 
That's lately yielded up her heart, 
A conqueſt to love's pow'rful dart; 
And now would fain attempt to fing 
The praiſes of my Highland King. 


— 


| Jamie, the pride of all the green, 
ls juſt my age, e' en gay fifteen: 

When firſt | ſaw him, *twas the day 
That uſhers in the ſprightly May; 

| When firſt I felt Love's pow'rful ſting, 
| And ſigh'd for my dear Highland King. 


. 


| With him for beauty, ſhape, and air, | 
No other ſhepherd can compare; ; 
/ . 
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Goed nature, honeſty, and truth, 
Adorn the dear, the matchleſs youth : 
And graces, more than I can fing, 
Bedeck my charming Highland King. 


Would once the deareſt boy but ſay, 
'Tis you I love; come, come away, 
Unto the kirk, my love, let's hy; 

| Ye gods, in rapture, I'd comply : 
And I thould then have cauſe to ſing 
The praiſes of my Highland King. 
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Tux hounds: are all out, and the morning does 
peep z 
Come, riſe up, you ſluggardly ſot : 
| How can you, how can you, ly ſnoring aſleep, 
While we all on horſeback have got, u brave boys. 
While we all on horſeback have got, 


| I cannot get up, for mine over-night's cup 
L---tha terribly lyes in my head; 93 

* Beſides my wife cries, My dear, do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer in bed, Oc. 
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Come, draw on your boots, and ſaddle your mare, 
Without any longer delay; 

For the cry of the hounds, and the ſight of the hare, 
Will chace all dyll vapours away. 


Hark, hark ! how the huntſman has ſtarted poor 
He has her now full in his view: [ puſs, 
We'll never forſike her till we overtake her, 


So eagerly let us purſue. | 
No pleaſure like hunting to paſs the long dayy 


| We ſcour the hills and the dale; | | 
At night, for our ſupper, we feaſt on our prey, 
When over a pot of good ale. f 


Since thus, my dear Kate, the ſummons you kear, 
| Your toying I prithee give o'er, 

| And be of good cheer, at night I'll be here, 
And cuddle you o'erand ofer, my dear, girl; &c. 
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BETTY Brown. 


Is purſuit of a laſs that was form'd to my taſte, 
W hat pains did I take, and what time did I waſte! 
In vain did I ramble o'er country and town, 
Till Fate introduc'd me to dear Betty Brown, 


— 
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Such a ſhape, ſuch an air, ſuch a mein, ſuch a 
face, 

She ſmil'd with ſuch ſweetneſs, convers'd with 
ſuch grace; | 

A forchead unus'd to a wrinkle or frown, 


Precedes o'er the face of my dear Betty Brown. 


When firſt I beheld her my heart was inflam'd, 
And mov'd with a rapture that cannot be nam'd: 
Ye gods !-=what is wealth=what is fame or renown, 
Compar'd with the charms of my dear Betty Brown $ : 


15 Tho' her perſon has beauties beyond all compare, 
|= Of a virtuous mind has a much better ſhare? 


Let others? ambition extend to a crown, 
I aſk of ye, gods! but my dear Betty Brown, 


O let me this charming dear creature poſſeſs, 
No more I requeſt, nor can aſk any leſs: 


From the ſummit of hope let me not tumble down, 
Ye gods !—give me death, or my dear Betty Brown, 
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Po SH about the briſk glaſs, I proclaĩm him an aſs, 
Who at cares of this world wou'd repine ; 
"Twas our forrows to drown, and diſpel Fortunes 
frown, 
That Jove ſent us, Jove ſent us, the juice of the vine. 
Tis this in all ſes the true int*reſt protects, 
And enlivens the lump of our clay; 
The parſons looks teach, tho? againſt it they preach. 
Then believe them, believe them, who pleaſes, ? 
I fay. 


Tis not long ago, that I vicar I know, 
Whoſe name *twere ungodly to tell, 
Who o'er bottle and bowl ſat with many good ſoul, 
Full of glee, till ding dong, till ding dong, went 
the bell; 
Then, having a hic—cup, took the chair with a 
* kick—up, 
Il muſt go, elſe the church will complain; 
| But, friends, don't think me rude, I ſwear by my 
prieſthood, 
I'll but preach, and be with you, be with you 
again, 
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The parſon went ſtraight, tho” he ſtagger'd in gait, 
With his ſermon ia mem'ry's large cheſt; 
To the pulpit he roſe, but ſoon fell in a dofe, 
And cries, Excellent, excellent wine, I proteſt. 
The whole congregation, in ſtrange conſternation, 
Left the church, with a figh at the cauſe; 
But the clerk, more devout, cries, Sir, they're all 
ont; 8 
Then fill em, then fill em again, my brave boys. 


I In law, *twas deſign'd, Juſtice till ſhould be blind; 

þ Yet ſhe'll ſquint if ſelf int'reſt do call; 

U AndPm certain Icou'd, o'er a hogſhead that's good, 

Bribe the council, the council, judge, jury, and 
all, 


| If to drink be a fault, for ſo we're all taught, 
Old Noah could tipple, they fay ; 
I, | And we gather from hence, all mortals of ſenſe, 
ent Should be ſons of old Noah, old Noah: Huzza! 
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my F AREWELL, ye green fields and ſweet groves; 
Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart, 
ou | Where nightingales warble their loves, 
And Nature is dreſs'd without art. 
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No pleaſure they now cat afford, 
Nor mufic can lull me to reſt ; 

For Philis proves falſe to her word, 
And Strephon can never be bleft. - 


| Oft-times by the fide of a ſpring, 
Where roſes and lilies appear, 
Gay Phillis of Strephon would fing ; 
For Strephon was all ſhe held dear. 
So ſoon as ſhe found, by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 
She then, to my grief and ſurprize, 
Prov'd all ſhe had ſaid was a jeſt. 


Too ſoon, to my ſorrow, I find 
The beautics alone that will laſt 
Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt. 
Beware, then, beware how ye truſt 
Coquets who to love make pretence; 
For Phillis to me had been juſt 
If Nature had bleſs'd her with ſenſe, 
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SONG 201. 
To the Tune of, A Cobler there was, &c. 


| GREAT Jupiter took it one day in his head 
| To ſend forth a meſſenger, as it is ſaid, 

| To ſearch every place, and to ſtrictly inquire 
| Where the goddeſs Fidelity choice to retire. 
| Derry down, d:wn, hey derry down. 


| 


' 
| 


Nimble Mercury, ſtraight as a meſſenger dreſs'd, 
A punctual obedience to orders expreſs'd, 


And promis'd great Jove he would certainly find 


> Where ſhe was, if with Deities or with mankind, 
Derry down, &c. 


Then down flew the god to fam'd Cythera's grove, 
| In hopes of ſome news from the young god of love; 
| Who at firſt could not tell how to make a reply, 

| But, at laſt, told the truth, tho? accuſtom'd to lie. 


I'm ignorant Faith, ſays the little arch urchin, 

| What place for Fidelity, you muſt go ſearch in; 
But Pm vaſtly ſurpris'd you ſhould think here to 
find her, 


When you know that my mother and I never mind 
her: 


- 
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This anſwer not ſuiting at all to his taſte, 
Away then to Hymen does Mercury haſte; 
But, what ignorance here did he ſhew of mankind, 
To imagine Fidelity there he ſhould find. 


Again diſappointed, he made no long ſtay, 
But, with expedition, continu'd his way; 
Yet thought that perhaps it might anſwer his end, 
If inquiry he made of the goddeſs of friends. 


But vain were his hopes ir his ſearch here likewiſe, 
For his hoſteſs thus anſwer*d, with tears in her eyes, 
Alas ! honeſt friend, this goddeſs fo dear, 

J For whom you inquire, is ſeldom ſeen here. 


In one only place you can find her on earth, 
So haſten away to the Sons of True Mirth 


To a lodge of FREE MasoNs immediate repair, 
And no manner of doubt but you'll mect with her 


there. 
0 0 1 pe ee hp eee he on ee bees pee bee ee hee hee het bo pes 
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W ares, parted from the ſea, - 
May increaſe the river's tide, 

To the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or through fertile vallies glide : 

Though i in ſearch of ſoft repoſe, 
Through the land 'tis free to roam, 

Still it murmurs as it flows, 

Panting for its native home, 


* 
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On the memorable Battle of BaNNOCKBURN, 
fought on the 25th of June, 1314. 


To the Tune of, In the garb of old Gaul, Ge. 


F ROM the ocean emerged bright Phœbus's ray, 

Big with the importance of Ba nncckburn's day; 

To deck out the pomp of the broad ſhining field, 
Which now a glittering harveſt of launces did yield, 
Reſolv'd on a conqueſt of Scot' a's plains, 

[5 To annex them for ever to England's domains, 5 
5 Bold £:D WARD, with the hugeſt hoſt &er England . 


did produce, | 


With haughty ftrides advanced to dethrone Ro- 
BIRT BRUCE. 


From an army compos'd of an hundred thouſand 
men, 

| Well ſerv'd in every article to fight upon the plain; 

Where the whole ſtrength of England collected you 
might ſee, | 

Who could not dream of any thing but certain 
victory. 

So confident of ſucceſs, a bard they brought along 

To celebrate the glory of their actions in a ſong ; 


5 N 
| 3 


| 


7 


ground. 
2 — ===: N — * 


— 


> S. CEC 7 & £. w 


— .. — * 
— — 
* - —— 


And in their retinue they brought ſume waggon- | 
loads of chains, | | 

To lead their Scottiſh captives in triumph o'er the 
the plains, 


An Aſiatic luxury their camp did overfpreac!, 
Up from their meaneſt centinel to EUEWa xd 
head ; 
Of diſcipline regardleſs, the deſpicable few, 
They dreamt the very ſight of their numbers would | 


ſubdue; 
5 Whilſt Engliſh oaths from line to line did like 10 
mildew flee, 8 


7 


The little Scottiſh army was found upon their knee, 


The aid of Heav*n imploring for a diſtreſſed land, F: 


Then ſtarting to their feet, they graſp'd their wear | 


pons in their hand, 
. 
Towards Stirling a march the Lord Clifford did | 

ſteal, 

But the bold Earl of Murray upon him did wheel; 

Their ſpears made ſuch havock, tho? with foes en · 
compaſs*d round, 

That many gallant Engliſhman lay OT on the 
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The ſacred love of liberty did like a god inſpire, 

And made their haughty num'rous foes moſt pru- 
dently retire ; 

'Wj Precipitate inglorious flight was all they could at- 

11 tempt, A 

| While th' hardy Scots harraſs'd their rear almoſt to 

EDWARD's emp. 


— — — men 


| MKingRoBExr gave his orders in front of the line, 
Where in refulgent armour he royally did ſhine, 
Which pointed him out to a bold Engliſh knight, 
Who from the reſt detach'd bimſelf with Ro BRK T 
for to fight; 

Wich ardour on the wings of hope, advancing with 


lee, his ſpear, 
d, But Roe wi' his battle - axe met him in full career, 
vea- | And thro? the temper'd ſhining helm did cleave his 
head in two, 
Till reeling to the earth with a 7hudd he did go, 
1 Such two ſucceſsful precludes did raiſe king Ro. 
BER T's heart, Bs 
ge? And fir*d each Scottiſh warrior his courage to exert 3 
en Then brazen trumpets flouriſhing with peals of 
76 the death did ring; 


Each army join'd in loud huzzas, and cry'd, Long 
live our king. 


| © As on his ſingle arm had hung the ſucceſs of the day. 
Renowned chiefs in ſhining ſteel beſtrow'd the gory f 
plain, | 
Till Rome was hardly left to fight for mountains of 
af 
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The hurricane of doubtful war began on every fide? 

And death in ev'ry awful form did o'er the field 
preſide. . 

O muſe ! thy kind aſſiſtance lend to paint the war- 
like ſcene. 

Elſe DEsCR1eTI1ON * will be loft in ſo lofty a theme. 


From twanging ſtrings the deadly ſhafts did fly 
as thick as hai], 
The jav'lins, ſpears and faulchions, as fiercely did 
prevail. [ play, 
Each combatant on either fide ſuch valour did diſ- 


the flain; 

The limpid ſtream of Bannockburn, which wont ſo 
ſmooth to glide, 

Was e converted to a ſanguinary tide. 


As a rock in the ocean with fortitude braves 

Th? impetuous aſſault of the proud ſwelling waves, 
When with formidable efforts they beat the ſolid ſtone 
Which repels the angry ſurges in white — foam. 


— 


I 


* The Author's Characteriſtic in the R. O. 
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, Thus the hardy Scots intrepidly their num'rous foes 


1 repell'd, 
On right and leſt with total rout their boaſted cou- 
: rage quell'd. [ light, 


This ErwarD in the center ſaw, and grieved at the 
To find no other ſafety left but in a ſpeedy flight. 


On a hill a little diſtant unarmed ſwains beheld 
The huge devaſtation and carnage of the field 
Exulting they gave a ſhoot which made the hills re- 


found 
N And the fluctuating enemy did totally confound. 
A gen'ral panic then prevail'd, inglorious flight 


enſu'd, 
| Lord DouGLas with light armed horſe moſt vi- 


| gorouſly purſu'd, 

Till EDwARD reached to Dunbar, where joyouſly 
he ſaw | [ awa,” 

A ſcurvy fiſhing-boat, in which he meanly ſneak'd 


Thus ended the dread campaign of Edward the 
great ; 

Thus vaniſh'd into ſmoke every formidable threat; 

While the riches of his camp did repay the victors 
toil, 

Wo gloriouſly expos'd their lives to guard the 


Scottiſh ſoil, 
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The generous love of liberty, our country and our 
la ws, | 

Thus fir*d our noble anceſtors to fight in freedom's 
cauſe; 

They boldly fought for liberty, for honour and ap- | 
plauſo, f 

And defy'd the power of England's king to alter 
their laws. G. W1LSON, 


The Editor was deſired by ſeveral Perſons of Diſtinction to 
inſert the forcgoing Heroic Ballad ; he therefore 
hopes the length of it will be excuſed, 


. 5 
55 G .o. eee... - . . 
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Mu getſy is the blitheſt maid 9 
That e'er young ſhepherd woo'd, 
i 


She has at length my heart betray'd, 
| Alas! do all I could. 
For ſhape, for air, and manners too, 
None can with her compare: 
O would ſhe but be kind and true, 
I'd foon my love declare. 


Whene'er I ſee ber beauteous face, 
My heart with joy does burn; 


4 Whene'er ſhe's abſent from the place, | 
85 I long for her return. 5 
5 fp 
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If ſhe all others would forſake, 
And fly to me alone; 

What pleaſure I with her ſhould take, 
While they their loſs bemoan! 


I'd bleſs the day that firſt I knew 
My charming Betſy fair; 

And all my life ſhould be to ſhew 
She was my only care, 

I'd vow to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make her bleſt for life: 

Should ſhe refuſe then, maidens ſay, 
To be young Johnny's wife ? 


„eee De Dor Ser DrteeDoe Se <= oenone 
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In PaAlsE oF MasoON&RY. 


Tune, An old woman clothed in grey, 


IN Spite of the prejudic'd hate 
The vulgar againſt us retain, 
Let us new attachments create, 
And ſtrengthen each link to our chain: 
Without ceaſing, they ſlander us till, 
And fling at us many a joke; 
But thoſe, who of Maſons ſpeak ill, 
Are not worthy their wrath to provoke. 


— 


f 2 Aſſur'd of being honeſt, we taſte, - 


\ 


. 
: 
: 


| 


| 


* 


We challenge the witty, or ſage, 


Our morals or deeds to gainſay 
Since thoſe of the primitive age, 
We are bound to eſteem and obey ; 
A friendſhip that's warm and ſincere 
Does always her favours diſpenſe ; 
And our hearts to be ſway*d will appear 
By the dictates of nature and ſenſe. 


Perhaps ſome may deem it a fault 
That we ſo myſterious are, 

But virtue alone we are taught 
Is the object that's worthy our care: 


This chearful amuzement at leiſure, 
With the preſence of decency grac'd, 
Which regulates every pleaſure. 


Hence it is that we ſee ev'ry brother 
An affable air gntertain 
And, excuſing the faults of each other, 
A ſociable ſpirit maintain: 
Without hatred or jealouſy, thus 
United we Maſons do live; 
And he only is envy'd by us f 
Who his friends the moſt pleaſure can give, 


y 
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Ru LER, BRITANNIA. 


Wurd Britain 6rſt, at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe, aroſe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſang this ſtrain; 
Rule, Britannia ! Britannia, rule the waves ! 
B ritoxs never will be ſlaves ! 


The nations (not ſo bleſt as thee) 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall; 
s» While thou ſhalt flouriſh, great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke ; 
| As the loud blaft that tears the ſkies 
| Serves but to root thy native oak. 
| : Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Thee, haughty tyrants ne*er ſhall tame; 
Al their attempts to bend thee down 
Will but arouſe thy gen*rous flame, 
But work their woe, and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 
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To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine ; 
All thine ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine. 
Rule, Britannia, &c, 


* 


The muſes ſtill, with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſts repair: 
Bleſt iſle! with matchleſs beauty crown'd, 
Aud manly hearts to guard the fair ! 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 
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Torx Mixx Main, Sung by Miſs CaTLEy. | 


COMING home with my milk the young *ſquire | 0 
II met, 
Says, Polly, Love, ſet down your pails, 
have long been a kiſs or two, child, in your debt, 


If I pay you, you mult not tell tales. 


To oblige him, and cauſe that I would not be croſs, 

I preſently quitted my pails ; 

He pull'd me down genily on a bed of green mols, 
And kiſs'd mel ſhould not tell tales. 


Ts 
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begg'd to go home with my pails: 
He vow'd toſucha pitch his fond paſſion was grown, 
He'd wed—but I muſt not tell tales. 


7 ſtrove to get up, but he till kept me down: 
50 gently he woo?d, and fo warmiy he preſt. 
That T little more thought of my pails. 
Till beyond all eſcaping, I found him poſſeft 


Of my heart—but I muſt not tell tales. 


He ſolemaly ſwore that he'd make me his wife, 
(+ | And caſe me of carrying pails: 

Es it h- don't, why, as ſure as a muſſel has life 
k © if I'm ſilent, there is one will tell tales. 
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. Trro? THE Wornp, LAPDDIE. 

wire O SANDY, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ! 
Thy preſence cou'd cafe me, 
When nacthing can pleaſe me: 

gebt, Thy preſence cou'd caſe me, Cc. 


Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, 

Or thro? the wood, laddie, until thou return. 
croſs, Thro' the wood, laddie, thro* the word, laddic, 
Thro' the wood, thro? the word, | 

Thro' the word, laddie; 
Noaw dowie I figh, &c. 


mols, 
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Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav*rocks are finging, 
And primroſes ſpringing 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 
When thro? the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 
T hro* the wood, &c. 
That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell : 
I'm faſh*d wi their ſcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning: 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When thro' the wood, laddie, I wander myſel'. 
Thro* the wood, &c. 


But quick as an arrow, 

Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in languor till that happy day, 
When thro? the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing, | 


and play. Thro* the wood, & c. 
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Tone THE Woop, Lass1E. 


O NELLyY ! no longer thy Sandy now mourn, 
Let muſic and pleaſure 
Abound, without meaſure, 
Let muſic and pleaſure, c. 


N ä — — Deen 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 


— ITS. | 


8* CECILI 4. 


O' er hillocks, or mountains, or low in the burn, 

Or, thro' the wood, laſſie, until thou return, 1 

Thro' the wood, Laſſie, thro? the word, laſie, 1 

Thro' the wsod, thro? the woed, || 
Thro' the wood, laſſie; 


Cer hillacks, or mountains, &c. 


Since I have been abſent from thee, my dear Nell, 
No content, no delight, 
Have I known day or night, 
The murmuring ſtream, and the hill's echo, tell, 
How thro' the wood, laſſie, I breath*d my ſad knell, 
Thro' the wood, &c. 


And now to all ſorrow I'll bid full adieu, 
; And, with joy, like a dove, 


85 


Pil return to my love: 
The maxim of loving in truth let us know, 
Then thro' the wood, laſſie, we*il bonnily go, 
Thro' the wood, &c. 


Come lads, and come laſſes, be blithſome and gay, 
Let your hearts merry be, | 
And both full of glee: 
The Highlands ſhall ring with the joy of the day, 
When thro? the wood, happy, we'll dance, ſing, 
and play, 


Thro* the wood, &c. NJ 
+ 
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Compoſed by a Gentleman in Glaſgow. 
To the Tune , LANGOLE R. 


W aiLE thus, mighty Bacchus! we ſing thy 


great glory, 


And wine in full bumpers we joyfully quaff, 


210, 


| 
| 


Attend with thy train, jolly god! we implore thee, 


And join with thy vot'ries, when drunk, the 


loud laugh : 


For life is a jeſt, and every thing ſtows it, 
And of ſhort duration, there's no one but knows it, 8 
The preſent time's ours, and they're fools that 


would loſe it; 


Come then our full bumpers let's joyfully quaff. 


Elated with wine, when at midnight we revel, 
Thro? ſtreets we keep roving, all jovial and free, 

And © kick up a duſt,“ roar and ſing like the dl, 
No mortals on earth are ſo happy as we. 

| And beating the rounds, when each takes his ſtation, 

Mongſt lamps, and the windows, oh! what de- 


vaſtation! 


With watchmen and guards we play h—l and 


What champions ſo brave - ſo courageous as we! 4 


| — 


| 


. 


BY 
AP 


S"CECILIS. 315 


Dull mortals around us, of ev'ry profeſſion, 


* 
= Who in toil, or in ſtady, their lifetimes employ, 
« 


| 


When cloy'd with their bus'neſs, they all make 
confeſhon, 

Such pleaſures as ours they ne'er can enjoy. 
Come all at once, then, let's drink off our glaſſes; 
The joys of old wine there's nv pleaſure ſurpaſſes, 
The ſober dull fool who denies it an aſs is, 


In drinking there's pleaſure which never* can 
cloy. 
eo... .o. dre DoD o . 
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WI TH my holyday gown, and my new faſhion'd 
hat, 
Laſt Monday I went to the fair; 


I held up my head, and I I! tell you for what, 
Young Roger I thought would be there. 

He wooes me to marry whene'er we do meet, 
Sure honey does dwell on his tongue; 

And indeed he's ſo handſome, ſo mild and diſcreet x 

That I w, w, wou'd, that I w, w, wou'd, that 
I'd marry if I were not too young. 3 

2 


and 


mL 


we! pl 
TA D | * 8 
F 


P CL e——— 25 


2316 $"CECTIL IL, 


He whiſpers ſuch ſoft pretty things in mine ear, 
He vows, and he fighs, and implores; 
Such ribbons he bought me, ſuch trinkets and ware, 
'til, truſt me, my pockets ran o'er : 
A ſong too he bought me, the beſt he could find, 
With which I was mightily ſtung. 
And indeed, &c. | 


The ſun being declined, it was time to retire, | 
: My cottage being diſtant a mile, 
I roſe from my chair, Roger bow'd like a Squire, | 


And he handed me over the ſtile : } 
5 His arms he threw round me, love play'd in his looks I | 
While we walked the meadows along. 5 
- Aud indeed, &c. 
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Ou: ſend me Lewis Gordon hame, 
And the Lad 1 dare not name; | | 
Altho? his back be at the wa?, l | 
Here's to him that's far awa. | 


Hech bey] my Highland-man, 


: 


Mz handſome charming Highland-man, 
IWeel wou'd I my true love ken, 
Among ten thouſand Highland-men, 


* 
; 
H 


S"CEGILI A. 317 


a 


Oh ! to ſee his tartan-trews, 
Bonnet blue, and high-heel'd ſhoes, 
Philabeg aboon his knee, 

And that's the Lad that VI! go wi”. 


— 82 
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This Lovely Lad I now do ſing, 
Is fitted for to be a King : 
For on his breaſt he wears a ſtar, 
You'd take him for the god of war. 
Hech hey! &c. 


1 4 


2 —— — —— 


Oh! to ſee this Princely One, 
x Seated on a royal throne ; 
Our griefs wou'd then a' diſappears 
We'd celebrate the Jub'lee>year. 
Hech hey! &c. 


— 
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Turk was a jolly miller once 
Liv'd on the water of Dee; 
He wrovght and ſang frae morn to night, 
No lark more blyth than he: 


Hech hey ! &c. 
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And this the burden of his ſang 
For ever us*d to be, | 
| 


WI 


1 


4 ] care for no body, no not I, 
* Since no body cares for me.“ 


I live by my mill, God bleſs her, 
She's kindred, child and wife; 
I would not charge my ſtation, 


For any other in life. | 
No lawyer, ſurgeon or doctor, 
E'er had a groat from me; 
I care for no body, no not I, 
If no body cares for me. 


When ſpring begins his merry career, 
O how his heart grows gay; 

No ſummer's drought alarms his fears, 
Nor winter's ſad decay: 

No foreſight mar's the miller's joy, 
Who's wont to fing and ſay, 

Let others toil from year to year, 
I live from day to day, 


Thus like the miller bold and free, 
Let us rejoice and ing, 

The days of youth are made for glee, 
And time is on the wing. 
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Along this jovial ring; 
Let heart and voice and all agree 


| 
This ſong ſhall paſs from me to thee | 
| 
| 
To ſay, Long live the King. | 


no ag gon _egu_ , ogg. nw og. | 
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B UCYTH young Beſs to Jean did ſay, 
Will ye gang to yon ſunny brae, c 
Where flocks do feed, and herds dc ſtray, 
And ſport a'while wi” Jamie ? 
Ah na, laſs, I'll no gang there, 
Nor about Jamie tak nae care, 
Nor about Jamie tak nae care 


For he's ta'en up wi' Maggie. | 


For hark, and I will tell you, laſs, 

Did I not ſee your Jamie pals, 

Wi? muck'e gladneſs in his face, 
Out o'er the muir to Maggie, 

I wat he gae her mony a kiſs, 

und Maggie took them ne'er amis ; | 


Tween ilka ſmack pleas'd her wi' this, 
4 That Beſs was but a gawkie, 
5 
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For whene'er a civil kiſs I ſeek, 

She turns her head, and thraws her cheek, 

And for an hour ſhe'll ſcarcely ſpeak ; 
Who'd not ca? her a gawkie ? 

But ſure my Maggie has mair ſenſe, 

She'll gie a ſcore without offence : 

Now gi'e me ane unto the menſe, 
And ye ſhall be my dawtie, 


O Jamie, ye hae mony tane, 

But I will never ſtand for ane 

Or twa, when we do meet again, 
Sae ne'er think me a gawkie. 

Ah na, laſs, that can ne'er be, 

Sic thoughts as theſe are far frae me, 

Or ony thy ſweet face that ſee, 
E'er to think thee a gawkie. 


But, whiſh't, nae mair of this we'll ſpeak, 
For yonder Jamie does us meet ; 
Inſtead of Meg he kiſs'd ſae ſweet, 
I trow he likes the gawkie. 
O dear Beſs, I hardly knew, 
When I came by, your gown's ſac new, 
I think you've got it wat wi' dew, 
Quoth ſhe, that's like a gawkie. | 


| 


. ; © 
. 


8 


f 
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It's wat wi” dew, and *twill get rain, 
And [I'll get gowns when it is gane, 
Sae you may gang the gate you came, 
And tell it to your dawtie. 
The guilt appear'd in Jamie's cheek, 
He cry'd, O cruel maid, but ſweet, 
If I ſhould gang another gate, 
Inc'er could meet my dawtie, 


The laſſes faſt ſrae him they flew, 

And left poor Jamie fair to rue, 

That ever Maggie's face he knew, 
Or yet ca'd Beſs a gawkie. 

As they gade o'er the muir they ſang, 

The hills and dales with echoes rang, 

The hills and dales with echoes rang, 
Gang o'er the muir to Maggie. 
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Tune, Fy gar rub her o'er wi' Strae. 


Dear Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And anſwer kindneſs with a flight, 

Seem unconcern'd at her neglect, 

For women in a man delight : 


; 
| 
| 
| 
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But them diſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 
And with a fimple face give way 

To a repulſe ; then be not blate, 
Puſh bauldly on, and win the day. 


When maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean, 
Neꝰ er mind their pretty lying tongue, 

But tent the language of their een: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 
To anſwer all your love with hate, 


> Scek elſewhere to be better bleſt, 


And let her ſigh when *tis too late. 


rr 
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A 4 
Twas in that ſeaſon of the year, 
W hen all things gay and ſweet appear, 
That Colin, with the morning ray, 
Aroſe and ſung his rural lay; 
Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 
While Roſlin caſtle heard the ſwain, 
And echo'd back the chearful ſtrain, 
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Fel 


| S EIA. 323% 


| 


Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring, 
| With rapture warms, awake and fing ; 

| Awake, and join the vocal throng, 

| And hail the morning with a ſong; 

| To Nanny raiſe the chearful lay, 

O bid her haſte and come away; 

| In ſweeteſt ſmiles berſelf adorn, 

And add new graces to the morn, 


— 


O hark, my love, on every ſpray 

Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 

+ *'Tis beauty fires the raviſh*d throng, 

And love inſpires the melting ſong ; 

Þ Then let my raviſh*d notes ariſe, 8 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 

And love my riſing boſom warms, 

| And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms, 


* — — 


O come, my love, thy Colin's lay, 
With rapture calls, O come away: 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine, 
Around that modeſt brow of thine ; | 
O hither haſte, and with thee bring, 
That beauty, blooming like the ſpring, 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 
And charm this raviſh'd heart of mine. 
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| Tweep-S1DE. 


Wy AT beauties does Flora diſcloſe ? 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed? - 

Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe ; 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 

Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, | 


— 


Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield, 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The blackbird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
| With muſic inchant every buſh 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring z 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folk ſing, 


„ 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 


Do they never careleſly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lyes aſleep ? 


STCECILI-A. 1 


Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt; 
Kind Nature-indulging my bliſs, 

To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſtcal an ambroſial kiſs, 


»Tis ſhe does the virgins excell, 
No beauty with her may compare 
Love's graces around her do dwell ; 
She's faireſt, chere thouſands are fair. 
Say, Charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed; 
y Shall 1 ſeck them on ſweet winding Tay, 
5 Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed. 
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THE Birks O0F INVERMAY. 


Tus ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
lavite the tunefu* birds to ſing; 
And while they warble from each ſpray, 


Love melts the univerſal lay; 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them improve the hour that flies, 
| And in ſaft raptures waſtc the day 

& Amang the birks of Invermay. 
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For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life*s winter, will appear; - 
At this thy lively bloom will fade, 

As that will trip the verdant ſhade 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd ſongſters pleaſe-no more; 
And when they droop and we decay, | 
Adieu the birks of.--Invermay. 


The lav'rocks now and lintwhites fing, 
The rocks around wi' echoes ring, 
The mavis and the blackbird vye 
In tunefu' ſtrains to glad the day; 
The woods now wear their ſummer-ſuits, 
To mirth a' nature now invites; 
Let us be blythſame then, and gay, 
Amang the birke of Invermay. 


Behold, the hills and vales around 
With lowing herds and flocks abound; 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dams : 
The buſy bees with humming noiſe, 
And a' the reptile kind rejoice ; 

'Let us, like them, then fing and play 
About the birks of Invermay. 


Hark how the waters, as they fa”, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs ca' ; 

The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams; 
The circling ſun docs now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance; 
Let us as jovial be as they 

Amang the birks of Invermay. 
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Tae MER WILL ROMANGE» 


Warn I enter'd my teens, and threw playsthings 
alide, 

| I conceiv'd myſelf woman, and fit for a bride; 
By the men I was flatter'd, my pride to enhance ; 
Forthe maids will believe, and the men willromance. 


They {wore that my eyes the bright di' mond ex- 
cell'd, 

Such a face, and ſuch treſſes, ſure ne'er were beheld! 

That to gaze on my neck was all rapture and trance! 

Oh! the maids will belicve, and the men will romance. &; 


. — 


1 He ogl'd and ſigh'd. as he ſaw me advance: 


But my father lov'd money, and would not advance; 


{ If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content? 


f 
Young Polydore ſaw me one night at the ball, ö 
And ſwore to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall; | 
on his knees he intreated my hand for a dance; 

- Ab! the maidgwill believe, and the men will romance. 


He conducted me home, when the paſtime was o'er, 
And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much beauty before ; 


Ahl themeidsw ill believe, and the men will romance 


Then day after Cay I hi: «qmpany had: 
At length he declar'd all his flame to my dad ; 


And reply'd to my lover, Young men will romance. 


4 


But tho? my papa would not give us a ſhilling, } 
My Polydore ſwore he to wed me was willing : 
So to church we both went, and at night had a dance, 
And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 


—— — * DDD SDS Do On. 
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Sung in Tux Conscious Lovers. . 


IF love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ! 


Since I fuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould-I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, fince 1 know tis in vain? 
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” Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart. 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate ſilence I make my love known: 
But, ob how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When, in ftriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name! 


How pleaſing is beauty ! how ſweet are the charms ! 
How delizhtful embraces! how peaceful her arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 8 
*Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 

- And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt yield, 
Forꝰ tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair field. 
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Tut MATRON “s Wis. 


; Wurv my locks are grown hoary, 

And my viſage looks pale: 

When my forehead has wrinkles, . 
85 And my eye-ſight does fall: 


2 


%, 
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| Let my words. and my os . 

| Be free from all harm, 

And may I have my old huſband + 
To keep my back warm. 


The pleaſures of youth 
Are flowers but of May; . 
Our life's but a vapour, 
Or body's but clay: 
O let me live well, 
The I live but a day, . 


* 
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With a ſermon on Sunday - 

| And a Bible of good print; 
With a pot on the fire, 

| And good yiands in't; 

| With ale, beer, and brandy, 

Both winter and ſummer, 


| © To drink to my goſſip, 
|* And be pledg'd by my cummer.- 


The pleaſures of, &c, 


Win pigs ang with poultryr, 
. And ſome money in ſtore, 

4 To purchaſe what's needful, 
And to give to the poor; 
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With a bottle of Canary j 
I 0 ſip without fin, : 
And to comfort my daughter 1 


Whene'er ſhe lyes in. 


2 
1 The plaaſures of, Ke.. 
With a bed ſoft and eaſy . 

Io reſt on at night, 


With a maid in the morning ; 
. Toriſe with the light, T 
To do her work neatly, _ 2 

And obey my deſire, 1 


To make the houſe clean, 
And blow up the ſire, 


T he pleaſures , &. 


With health and content, 
And a good eaſy chair; 
With a thick hood and mantle, 
When J ride on my mare. 
Let me dwell near my cupboard, 
And far from my foes, 
| With a pair of glaſs eyes 
 Toclap on my noſe, 


The pleaſures of, & e. 


And when I am dead; 

With a figh let them ſay, 

Our honeſt old cummer's 
Now laid in the clay; 
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+ When young, ſhe. was cheerful, 
© No ſcold, nor no whore; 
She aſſiſted her neighbours, 
And gave to the poor, 
Tho the flewer of her youth - 
In her age did decay, 
The” her life, like a vapour, 
Evaniſb d away, 
She liv'd well and happy 
Unto her laſt day, 


SONG 222. 


Ox THE SOUTH FENCIBLES. 


|; How like you the news, my clever young fel- 


Lillibulero Bulenala ; | ſlows ? 
The French, to invade ue, are coming, they tell us, 
Lillibulers Bulenala. 
They threaten to burn, 


Our ſhips and our corn; 
| To ſeize on our ſheep and our cattle, they hope, 
| To plunder our houſes z. 

Run off with our ſpouſes, - 
And train up our children to worſhip the Pope. 
Tillibuleroe Bulenala, Lillibulers Bulenala. 4 


S CECILL IA. 


Then hie! to your arms, ye brave Border lads, 
Lillibulero Bulenala ; 
Long ago ye were wariike and mettleſome blades, 
Lillibulero Bulenala. 
Inſtead of your mauds, 
: Get red coats and cockades. 
- Inftcad of a ſpade take a ſword in your hand; 
Better liſt with Zu ccrn, 
Than follow a plough, 
Or ſerve any farmer, or laird in the land, 


Lillibulero, &c. 


4 Ye Taylors no longer bring over French fafhions, 


| Lillibulero Bulengla. 
| And Barbers leave making their falſe- heads and eu- 
| ſhions, 
Lillibulero Bulenala. 
He'll give you a trade, where more's to be made; 
| You may ſtill uſe your needle, your thimble, and 
| comb: 
1 And, Hc'ſ ſwear by his Sword, 
| Give his Writ or his Word, 
That ye ne'er ſnall be draughted, or carry'd from 
a home. 
Lillibulero, &c. 


—— 
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Come hither, ye a and all other ſparks, 


q | 


1 Lillibulero Bulenala, | 
| Who're dext'rous at ſhooting at birds or at marks, 
* Lillibulero Bulenala, 
If ye with to improve, 
8 In the art that ye love, | 
i} To the Fencible Standard directly repair; 


Take your muſket, and fil! it, 
With powder and bull-t, 
And pepper a Frenchman inſtead of a hare, 
Lillibulero, &c. 
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SAYS praro, Why ſhould man be vain ! 
Since bounteous Heav'n hath made him great, 
Why look with inſolent diſdain 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate? 8 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, 
1 Or all the gems that deck the fair ; 
| Can all the glories of a erown 
Give health, or eaſe the brow of care! þ 
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The ſcepter'd king, the burden'd ſlave, 
The humble, and the haughty die; 

The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt, without diſtinction, lie. 

Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore, 

Of wealth and glory they're bereft, 
And all their honours are no more. 


So flies the meteor thro? the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train : 
When ſhot—tis gone; its beauty dies, 


Liſſolves to common air again. 

9 So *tis with us, my jovial ſouls— 

Let friendſhip reign, while here we ſtay: 
| Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls ; 
When Jove commands we muſt obey. 


| 
| VV pon DoS Dor Doe Dro er een: 


| SONG 224. 
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A Man TOMMY Mind. 


S1xCE wedlock's in vogue, and ftale virgins deſ- 
pis'd, 

To all batchelors greeting, theſe lines are premis*d ; 

I'm a maid that would marry—akh ! cod I but find 

(I care not for fortune) a man to my mind! 


— "A * lh 


——— 


Net the Ae fond of faſhion and dreſs; 
Not the ſquire, who can reliſh no joys but the chace; 
Nor the free · thinking rake, whom no morals can bind: 
Neither this that —nor t'other's the man to my 
mind. 
Not the ruby - fac'd ſot, who topes world with-⸗ 
out end; 
Nor the drone, who can't reliſh his bottle and friend; | 
Nor the fool, that's too fond; nor the churl that's 


mind. 


Not the wretch with full bags, nen ) 
or merit ; 

Nor the flulh, that's all fury, without any ſpirit ; 

| Nor the fine maſter Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind ! | 


Neither this—that—nor t'other's the man to my | 


%. 


unkind : g 
Neither this-that—nor t'other's the man to my : 
1 

| 


mind. [| BY 
| [inſpire ; If 
But the youth whom good-ſenſe and good nature 
Whom the brave muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhould fu 
admire; 8 
In whoſe heart love and truth are with honour con- 
| join'd; 


This, this, and no other's the man to my mind. 


ri 


Pad 
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| De1L tav the wars that hurried Bily from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn 
] They made him captain ſure to undo me: 
| Woe's me, he'll ne'er return. 
| A thouſand loons abroad will fight him, 
tie from thouſands ne'er will run; 
Day and night I did invite him, 
To ſtay at home from ſword and gun. 
I us'd alluring graces, 
With muckle kind embraces, 
Now ſighing, then crying, tears dropping fall ; 
And had he my ſoft arms, ; 
Preferr*d to war's alarms, 
By love grown mad, without the man of God, 
I fear in my fit I had granted all. 


| waſh'd and patch'd, to mak” me look provoking ; 
Snares that they told me would catch the men, 

And on my head a huge commode fat poking, 

Which made me ſhew as tall again 


— — I - — — — ä — ' — 
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For a new gown too I paid muckle money, 
| Which with golden flow'rs did ſhine ; 
My love weil might think me gay and bonny, 

No Scots laſs was cer ſo-fine. 

My petticoat I fpotted, 

1 Fringe too with thread I knotted, 
| | Lace ſhoes, and filk hoſe, garter full over knee; 
But oh |: the fatal thought, 

To Billy theſe are nought; ; 
Wo rode to tawn,: and rifled with dragoons, 
When he, filly loon, might have plunder'd me. 


- 


ͤ— i — CES a 
= «- ——— —— — — — ——————— .. 
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1 : Sung in the GENTLE SHEPHERD, 


I Mr Peggy is a young thing, 

Juſt enter'd in her teens, 

Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 

E | Fair as the day, and always gay. 

1 My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not very auld, 

Yet well I like to meet her at, 
The wauking of the fauld. 


1 
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My Peggy ſpeaks ſac ſweetly, 
Whene'er we meet alane. 
I wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 
1 wiſh nae mair of a' that's rare, 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To a' the leave I'm cauld ; 
But ſhe gars a* my ſpirits glow, 
At wauking of the fauld, 


My Peggy ſmiles face kindly, 


| 
| 
| 


Whene'er | whiſper love, 
That I look down on a' the town, 
That I look down upon a crown, 
My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
It makes me blyih and bauld, 
And naething gi'es me fic delight, 
As wauking of the fauld. 


| My. Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 

- When on my pipe I play; 

By a' the reſt it is confeſt, 

| By. a* the reſt, that ſhe fings beſt : 

My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 
And in her ſangs are tald, 


* . 


With innocence: the wale of ſenſe, 
At wauking of the fauld. 
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| SONG 227. 
[- COLINET, 
x Now the happy knot is ty'd, 
| Retſy is my charming bride ! 
| Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
|F Revel all without controul, 
| Who ſo fair as lovely Bet 2c 
| Who ſo bleſt as Colinet ?. 


| Now adieu to maiden arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls and boys; 
|. Girls, as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys, as ſweet as Colinet. 


Though ripe ſheaves of yellow corny. 
Now my plenteous barn adorn, b 
Though Pve deck'd my myrtle bow'rs, 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs z 

- Riper, fairer, ſweeter, yet, 
Are the charms of lovely Bet! 


Though on Sundays | was ſeen, | j 
a Dreſs'd like any May-day queen; 
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Though ſix ſweethearts daily ſtrove, 
To deſerve thy Betty's love; 
Them J quit without regret; 

All my joy's in Calinet.. . 


— 
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Strike vp then the ruſtic ay, 
Erown with ſports our bridal day: 
May each lad a miſtreſs find; 

Like my Betſy, fair and kind; 
And each laſs a huſband get, a 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul; 

May the ſun ne*er riſe or ſet, 

But with joy to bappy Bet, 

But with joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Colinet. 
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Jockey. 


| My laddie is gane far awa' o'er the plain, 
'While in ſorrow behind. Pm forc'd to remain; 
' Tho? blue bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, 

- Tho' trees are in bloſſom, and ſweet blows the thorn, {| 


_—_ 
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No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay; 
There's nothing can pleaſe now, my Jockey's away; 
Forlorn I ſit finging, and this is my ſtrain, 
Haſte, haſte, my dear Jockey to me back again. 


When lads nd their laſſes are on the green met, 
They dance and they ſing, they laugh and they chat, 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 

_ I can't without envy their merriment-ſeez 
Thoſe paſtimes offend me, my ſhepherd's not there, 
No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare 

It makes me to ſigh, I from tears ſcarce refrain; 

| wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again, 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 
He promis'd he wou'd ina fortnight be here; 
On fond expeQation my wiſhes I' feaſt, 

For love, my dear Jockey, to Jenny will haſte: | 
Tien, fare well, each care, and adieu, each vain figh, 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt or ſo happy ag I; 
PI fing on the'meadows, and alter my ſtrain, \ 16 
When Jockey returns tomy arms back again, 


ce Il 
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To the Tune of, Lumps of Pudding. | . 


| HouLo! keep it up, vors, and puſh round the 
glaſs, 

Let each ſeize his bumper, Pod, drink to his. laſs.; 

Away with dull thinking=tis madneſs to think— 

| And let thoſe be ſober who've nothing to drink. 


Tal de ral, &c. 


Silence that vile clock; with its iron-tongu'd bell, 
Of the hour that's departed ſtill ringing the knell : 
But what is't to us that the hours fly away ? 
| *Tis only a ſignal to moiſten the clay. 


Huzza! boys, let each take a bumper in hand, | 
And ſtand—if there's any one able to ſtand. | 
| How all things dance round me !—tis life, though 
| my boys: l 
Of drinking and ſpewing how great are the joys! |} 


My head ! oh, my head I but no matter tis life; | 
Far better than mopping at home with one's wife: | | 
| The pleaſures of drinking you're ſure muſt be grand, | | 
| When Pm neither able to think, ſpeak, nor ſtand. 
| | R. FERGUSSON. 
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Twas when the ſeas were roaring. | 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 

A damſel lay deploring, 

All on a rock reclin'd; 

> Wide o'er the foaming billows, 

She caſt a wiſhful look; 

Her head was crown'd with willows -. 

That trembled o'er the brook... 


= 


a 
5 Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days; 
1 Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
: Why didft thou truſt the ſeas? 
4 Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou truubled oc n. 
And let my lover reſt; . 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion 


To that within my breaſt ? 


— 


The merchant, rob*d of treaſure, | 
” Views tempeſts with deſpair z 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To loling of my dear? 
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Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
Lou'd find a richer maiden, 

' But none that loves you ſo. 


| How can they ſay that nature 
| Has nothing made in vain ? 
Why then, beneath the water 
| Do hideous rocks remain ? 
i No eyes the rocks diſcover 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


Thus, melancholy lying, 

Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear; 
KRepaid each blaſt with fighing, 
| Each billow with a tear: 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 
6 His ſtoating corpſe ſhe ſpicd ; 
Then, like a lily drooping, 
She bow'd her head, - and died. 


. 


. 
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1 v, in the morn, the nineteenth of May, 
Recorded for ever the famous ninety- two, 
Brave Ruſſel did diſcern, by dawn of day, 
| The loftly ſails of France advancing now: 
All hands aloft, aloft, let Engliſn valour ſhine, 
Let fly a culverin, the ſignal for the line; 
[ Let every hand ſupply his gun, | 
| Follow me, and you'll ſee, 
« 22 That the battle will be ſoon begun. 


Tourville on the main triumphant rowl'd, 
> To meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat on the deep, 
| He led a-noble train of heroes bold, 
To fink the Engliſh Admiral at his feet. 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth aſpire, 
The bloody fight's begun, the ſea is all on fire 
And mighty Fate ſtood looking on, 
| Whilſt a flood, all of blood, 
|,  Fill'd the ſcuppers of the Riſing Sun. 


” Sulphur, ſmoak, and fire, diſturbing the air, 
[+ With thunder an l wonder affright the Gallic ſhore, 


Their regulated bands ſtood trembling near, = 
A 


i ſee the lofty treamers now no more: 
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At fix o' clock, the Red, the ſmiling victors led, 
ro gire a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow : 
Now death and horror equal reign, | 
Now they-cry, run or die, | 
Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh*d main, { 


See they fly, amaz'd, thro' rocks and ſands, 

One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate, 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands, 

The nymphs and ſea- gods mourn their loſt eſtate, | | 
For evermore adieu, thou dazzling Riſing Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy Maſter's fate begun: 

Enough, thou mighty God of War! 
Now we fing, bleſs the King ! 
Let us drink to every Britiſh tar. 
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4 Au ! why did Jockey gang away, 
1 -And leave his love behind him, 
| S0 far in diſtant climes to ſtray, 
| When Jane could never find him ? 
| Where thund'ring canons they do roar 
| And drums ſo toudly rattle ; 
Where verdant fields are all in gore, 
8 8 By ſome moſt furious battle. 
24 
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4 Ye "LY Pow rs my Jockey hou 
When danger's fix*d around him; 
For oh ! in arms *tis known how brave 
His lairds have always found him, 
There's neꝰer a lad in a' the town 


Can boaſt his equal merit; | a 
He'll ever fight for England's crown | 
With loyalty and ſpirit. I 


| on! bad Iknown the cruel war | | 
So long had kept my laddy, | 
I'd gang wi” him, tho” er ſo far, 1 
In a' my beſt of plaidy | 
But hark I hear the fifes, the drums, 
Oh! joy beyond expreſſing! | 
My lovely ſoldier, ſee ! he comes, 
I' fly for to careſs him. 


| | SONG 233. 
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[| Tar echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away ; 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
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What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox! 
O'er hill, and o' er vall-y he flies: 

Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies! 
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Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy, 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours ; 


” 
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b Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
3 


Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 
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Taz Lass wiTH THE DELICATE Alm. 


76. 


Y ouxG Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill, 
Whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does fill, 

Of beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 

That men call her the laſs with the delicate air, 


* 


One ev' ning laſt May as I travers'd the grove 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph I declare, 

And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air, 
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By a murmuring brook, on a green moſſy bed, 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair-one was laid; 
Surpriz'd and tranſported, I could not forbear, 
With raptures, to gaze on her dclicate air. 


For that moment young Cupid feleced a dart, 
And pierc'd without pity my innocent heart; 
And from thence how to gain the dear maid was 

my care; 
For a captive ] fell to her delicate air. 


When the ſaw. me ſhe bluth'd, and complain'd 
I was rude, 
And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude; 
I anſwer'd, I could not tell how I came there, 
But laid all the blame on her delicate air: 


7 


Said her heart was the prize which 1 ſought to 
obtain, 
And hop'd that ſhe'd give it to caſe my fond pain. 
She ncither rejected nor granted my gray'r, 
But fir'd all my foul with her delicate air. 


A thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuit, 

But ſtill the tormenter affects to be mute: { 

Then tell me, ye ßwains who have conquer'd the | 
fair, 

F How to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 
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Yes, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 

And yet I'll ſwear I can't tell how, 
The pleaſing plague ſtole on me. 

'Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no graves revel 

- *Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fatee, 


| Have rather. been uncivil. 


{ Tis not her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 

'Tis not her ſenſe, for that's but chat, 
Like any other woman. 


Tis both perhaps, or neither; 
la ſhort, tis that provoking charm, 
Of Celia altogether. 
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|| Boxxy Jean. 

Love's goddeſs, in a myrtle grove, 

the | 
Nor let thy ſhaft at random rove, 

For Jenny's haughty heart maun bleed. 


21 


Her voice, her touch, might give th? alarm; 
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Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, 
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The ſmiling boy, with art divine, 
From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 

{ Which flew, unerring, to the heart, . 

And kill'd the pride of bonny Jean. al 


.  — ———  — _ 
* 
* . 


| Nae mair the nymph, wi' baughty air, 

| Refuſes Willy's kind addreſs ; 

Her yielding bluſhes ſhew nae care, 
But too much fonIncſs to ſuppreſs, 


Nae mair the youth is ſullen now, | | Y 
But looks the gaveſt on the green, þ i 
Whilſt ev'ry day he ſpies ſome new 11 
Surpriſing char ms in banny Jean, B 
A thouſand tranſports crowd. his- breaſt, | a 
| 
His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt, | I. 
Now when his Jenny is turn'd kind; . By 
' Riches he looks on wi” diſdain, T. 
The glorious fields of war look mean; | 4 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, | 


If abſent from his bonny Jean, 


The day he ſpends. in am'rous gaze, 
Which ev'n in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems ; 

When ſunk in downs, wi' glad amaze, 

He wonders at her in his dreams, 


4 
| 
He moves as light as fleeting wind 


J 
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A? charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 
| Than Troy's fair prize, the Spartan queen, 
| Wi” breaking day be lifts his ſight, 
| And pants to be wi' bonny Jean. 
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= Tar CartLESS LOVER, 


|. Tur women all tell me l'm falſe to my laſs, 

& That 1 quite my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my glaſs; 
But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own, ; 
And if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


| Altho? IT have left her, the truth PII declare, 

I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
| But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 

| That make it as good, and as charming ag ſhe, 


| | My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles I muſt own, = F 
: 


And tho? ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe. could 
- frown: 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 

Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine? 
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Her lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime, 
g Yet lilies and roſes are 5 by time; 
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But in wine from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me, my love would in time have been 
| cloy'd, | { 
And that beauty's inſipid when once 'tis enjoy'd; 
But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy, 
For the longer 1 drink, the more thirſty am I, 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 
The miſchief that wait upon rivals in love; 

But in drinking, thank Heav'n, no rival contends, 
The more we love liquor, the more we are friends. 


| With nurſe's, and babies, and ſqualling, and ſtrife; 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring; 
And a big- belly'd bottle's a mighty good thiog, 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage, 


She too might have poiſon'd the joys of my life, 


It b-ings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age; 
But wine from grim Death can its votaries ſave, 
And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in the 
grave, 
Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to her word, 


She had left me, to get an eſtate, or a lord; 
But my bumper (regarding not title or pelf) 


Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf; 5 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain, 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain: 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy ; 
Should you doubt what I ſay, take a bumper and try, 
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Tur MitkxinG Pall, 
VE nymphs and ſy Ivan gods, 
That love green fields and woods, 
When ſpring newly born herſelf does adorn 
With flowers and blooming buds; | 
Come fing in the praiſe while flocks do graze 
On yonder pleaſant vale, 
Of thoſe that chuſe to milk their ewes, 
And in cold dews, with clouted ſhoes, 


To carry the milking pail. 
; Ye goddeſs of the morn, | 
g With bluſhes you adorn, 
| And take the freſh air, whilſt linnets prepare, 
| A concert on each green thorn : 


The blackbird and thruſh, on every buſh; 
| And the charming nightingale, 

In merry vein, their throats do ſtrain, 
To entertain the jolly train, 
55 Of thoſe of the milking pail. 
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When cold bleak winds do roar, 


| | . And flowers will ſpring no more, 
The fields that were ſeen fo pleafant and green, 
|, With winter's all candied o'er. 


See how the town-laſs looks with her white face, 
And her lips ſo deadly pale? 

But it is not ſo with thoſe that go, 

. ' Thro' froſt and ſnow, with cheeks that glow;. 

i And carry the milking pail, 


The miſs of courtly moid, - 
Adorn'd with pearl and gold, 
with waſhes and paint her ſkin does ſo taint, 
Sde's wither'd before ſne's old: 
| While ſhe of commade puts on a cart-load, 
i And with cuſhions plumps her tail. 
What joys are found in ruſhy ground, 
"Young, plump and round, nay, ſweet and ſound, 
| Of thoſe of the milking pail. 


N 
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Ve girls of Venus game, 

+ That venture health and fame, 

In practiſing feats, with cold and heats, 
Make lovers grow blind and lame: 

- If men were ſo wile to value the prize 


| * 
_ 


| 
1 
| 
| 
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Of wares moſt fit for ſale, 
| What ſtore of beaux would daub their clothes, 
To ſave a noſe, by following of thoſe, 

| Who carry the milking pail ? 


The country lad is free, 

From ſears and jealouhe, 

- Whilſt, upon the green, he is often ſeen, 
With his laſs upon his knee; 

With kiſſes moſt ſweet he doth her treat, 
And ſwears ſhe*ll ne'er grow ſtale ; 

But the London laſs, in every place, 

I With brazcn face, deſpiſes the grace, 

Of thoſe with the milking-pail. 
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SUMMER, 
Wars daifies py'd, and vi'lets blue, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady-ſmocks, all ſilver white, 
Do paint the meadows with delight; 
The cue eo, then, on ev*ry tree, 
Maocks married men, for thus fings he, 
Cuckoo ! cuckoo 1 © word of fear, 
2 Unpleaſing to a married ear. 
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When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 
And merry larks are plowmen's clocks : 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks; 
2 The cuckeo then, &c. 
7 


WINTER. 
© When iſicles hang by the wall, 


And Dick ihe ſhepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail; 
N When bleod is nipt, and ways be foul, 
5 Then nightly ſings the flaring owl, 
Tu whit tu-whsso, a merry merry note, 


While greaſy Jean doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

| And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw, 

And birds ſit brooding in the ſnow, 

And Marion's noſe looks red and raw: 

Then roaſted crabs hiſt in the bowl, 

| And nightly ing. the flaring owl, 
Tu-whit tu=-whoo, a merry merry note, 


| While greaſy Joan doth keel the pot. 
| 
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Tu ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with 
gold, 
And, the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops, 
behold; 
The lark's early mattin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn*schearful ſummons rebukes our delay, 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure 
can vie, | 
While jocund we folloau, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow. follow follow. follow, folloau, 
Follow, follow, fol lonu, the hounds in full cry. 9 


Let the drudge of the town makeriches his ſport, | 

And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 

court; 1 

No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſtill gives a zeſt to our joy. 


Mtb the ſports of the feld, & ce. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 


The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a tee, 
| The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 


Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. | 
With the ſports of the field. &c 
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The cit hunts a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame; 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a-name; 
And the artful coquette, tho? ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Yet in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 


With the ſperts of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſings we afk is the blefling of health; 
With hounds, and with horns, thro' the woodlands 

to roam, 
. when tir'd abroad, find contentment at home. 
With the ſports of the ficld, &c 
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MacGcnre's Toca. 


Tur meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 
We buckled us a' the gither; 
And Maggie was in her prime, 
When Willie made courtſhip till her, 
| Twa piſtols charg'd begueſs, 
| To gre the courting-thot 
And ſyne came ben the laſs, 
Wi' ſwats drawn frae the butt. 


% 
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He firſt ſpeir'd at the guidman, 
And ſyne at Giles the mither, 
An ye wad ge e's a bit land, 
We'd buckle us e'en the gither. 


My doughter ye fhall hae, 
en gi'e ye her by the hand; 
But I'll part wi” my wife, by my fai', 
Or I part wi' my land. 
Your tocher it ſall be good, 
There's nane fall hae its mak', . 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 
And crummie wha kens her ſtaik; 
Wi' an auld bedding o' claiths, 
Was left me by my mither, 
They're jet black o'cr wi? fleas, 
Ye may cuddle in them the gither. 


Ye ſpeak right weel, guidman, 

But ye maun mend your hand, 
And think o' modeſty, 

Gin ye*ll not quat your land. 
We are but young, ye ken, 
And now we're gaun the gither, 
1 A houſe is but and ben, 

And crummie will want her fother, 


r 
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The "UT are coming on, 

And they'll cry, O their mither ! 
We'ave nouther pat nor pan, 

But four bare legs the gither. 


Your tocher's be good enough, | 
For that ye needna fear, 
T wa good ſtilts to the pleugh, | 
And ye yourſeP maun ſteer : 
Ye (all hae twa good pocks 
That ance were o' the tweel, 
12 The ane to ha'd the grots, 
"XI The ither to ha'd the meal: 
Wi' an auld kiſt made o' wands, 
And that ſall be your coffer, 
Wi' aiken woody bands, 
And that may ha'd your tocher, 


Conſider well, guid man, 

We hae but borrow'd gear, 
The horſe that I ride on 

Is Sanc:y Wilſon's mare; 
The ſaddle's nane o' my ain, 

And thae's but borrow'd boots, 
And whan that I gae hame, 
1 maun tak' to my coots; 


| 


. 
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The cloak is Geordy Watt's, 
That gars me look ſac crouſe; 
Come, fill us a cogue of ſwats, 


We'll mak nae mir toom rooſe. 


I like you weel, young lad, 
For telling me ſac plain, 


{ I married whan little I had 


O' gear that was my ain, 
But ſince that things are ſae, 


The bride ſhe maun come forth, 
& Tho' a' the gear {he'll hae 


»Twill be but little worth. 
A bargain it maun be, 
Fy cry on Giles the mither; 
Content am, quo' ſhe, | 
E'en gar the hiſſie come hither. 


The bride ſhe gade to her bed. 


| The-bridegroom he cam till her; 
The fiddler crap in at the fit, 


And they cuddl'd it a' the gither. 
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Tas Jupicious Falk 


You tell me Pm handſome, I know not how true, 
And eaſy, and chatty, and good humour'd too; 
That my lips are as red ae the roſe-bud in June, 
And my voice, like the nightingale's ſweetly in tune, 
All this has been told me by twenty before, 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more. 


lf beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 


Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am I; 
My eaſe and g50J-humour ſhort raptures will bring 
And my voice like the nightingale's know but a 

ſpring ; 
For charms ſuch as theſe then your praiſes give o'er, 
To love me for life you muſt love me for more, 


Then talk to me not of a-ſhape, or an air, 
For Chloe the wanton can rival me there; 
»Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good- humour as ſun-ſhine the day; 
For that if you love me, your flame ſhall be true, 
And I in my turn may be taught to love too, 
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T as-INTRCDUCTION OF THE Bowl, 


For Four Voices. 


ie my boys, the fuming bowl, 
Let jolly bumpers take their round ; 
Rapture ſeize on ev'ry ſoul, 
Till loud each chearful voice reſound. 
Pow'r and wealth, 
Beauty, health, 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd 
Joys abound, 
Pleaſure's found, 
Only where the glaſs goes round. 
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| CATCH. 2. 
| 


| Here's the King-—take your bumpers, my. brave 

| Britiſh ſouls, 

| Who guards your fair freedom ſhould crown your 

| full bowls. x 

| Let him live—Jong and happy—ſee Lewis brought 
down ; 

And taite all the comforts, no cares, of a crown. 


CFO 
Written by Mr. CLARKE, 


| For Three Voices, 


81 NCE my Phillis has fallen, has fallen to my ſhare, 

In a bumper I'll drink, Fil drink, Vil drink to the 

| Fair. 

And the man here who envies me moſt, 

Let him bid me ſay more, ſay more, lay more to 
that toaſt. 

For a larger I'll ſoon, ſoon change my cup: 

To the brim full, to the brim full, fill the conſtable, 
To the brim fill the conſtable, 
To the brim fill the conſtable up, 


Tus Toasr ;. written by Mr. GuxxIX SRAM. 
| | For Three Voices. 
| Give the toaſt, my good fellaw, be jovial and gay, 
| And let the briſk moments paſs jocund away : 


7 — — — 


ST.GECILI-A. 


CATER + 
For Three Voices. 


Jack, thou'rt a toper, Jack thou'rt a toper, 
Let's have t' other quart ; | 
Ring, ring, ring, ring, ring, ring, ring, Ting, ring, 
ring, | 
We're ſo ſober, ſo ſober, ſo ſober, 
*T were a ſhame to part. 


None but a cuckold, a cuckold, acuckold; a cuckold, 
Bully'd by his wife for coming, coming, 

Coming, coming, coming, coming, coming, 
Coming, coming, capping late, fears a domeſtic ſtrife, 
I'm free, I'm free, and ſo are you, ſo are you, ſo 


5 


are you too, | 


Call and knock, knock boldly, knock boldly, - 4 
Knock boldly, knock boldly, "A 


. Tho? watchmen cry, Paſt two o' clock. 
. 


. Fer Three Voice. 


C ME., honeſt friends, and jovial boys, 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow me, and ling this catch, | j 

And fing this catch, and ſing this catch, | 

And ſing this catch merry, merrily. 

Jovial boys, and honeſt friends, follow, Cc. 

tloneſt friends, come, follow me, 

Jovial boys, come follow. follow me, | | 

And ling this catch. Oc. 
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5 CATCH. 6. 
Fas you, Sir, 't was you, Sir, 


| - I tell you nothing new, Sir, 
| . * Twas you that. kept from Kserzr' 3 wake; 


was you, Sir Hug nu: 

| Who, Sir /=—-Sir Hun, Sir, 

Vice Admiral of the Blue, Sir; 

Bold WixDso® twice aloud did call 
To deaf zir HUGH. 


' [was he, Sir, *twas he, Sir, 
Twas he that cou'd not ſee, Sir; 
Who thought the day, the day was night; 
"Twas blind Sir Hun. 
O! Sr, O! Ol Sir, 
And was it, was it ſo, Sir? 
Who lagg'd a-ftern to knot and ſplice”. 
Do you know who ? 


»Twas PALLISER, *twas PALLISER;. 
With dilly, dally dally, Sir; 
What ſplicing, knotting, all the while; 
Was t ſo, Sir HuGn, 
Here's a ſad dog, Sir, 
To ſplice his very log, Sir, 
And then accuſe brave KeyrEL, Sir; 
But that be'll rue. 

CHORUS, 

And now, Sir, rejoice, Sir, 
With hand and heart, and voice, Sir 
From noble XeyPEL Frenchmen fly, 
Without Sir HUGH. 
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HRE the bonny Chriſt- church bells, 
One, two, three, four, five, ſix, 
They ſound ſo wond'y great, ſo wond'rous ſweet, 
And they trowl ſo merrily, merrity. 
Hark ! the fir and ſecond bell, 
That every day, at four, and ten, 
Cries Come, come, come, come, come to pray*rs» | 
And the Verger trips before the Dean. 
Tingle, tingle, ting, goes the ſmall bell at nine, 
To call the bearers home; 
But the ne'er a man will leave his cann, 
Till he hear the mighty Tom. 


— — — 
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For Four Voi gicel. 


Ler the bells now ring, and let the boys ſing, 
The young laſſes trip and play; 

Let the cup go about, until it be out, | 
Our learned Vicar we'll ſtay. | 


„ ˙ „% — 


Let the pig turn round, hey merrily, hey, 
And then the fat gooſe ſhall ſwim; 

For verily, verily, verily, hey, 
Our Vicar this day ſhall be trim, 


The ſtew'd cock ſhall crow, Cock-a-doodle-do ; |} 
Aloud Cock-a-doodle thall crow : | 

The duck, and the drake, ſhall ſwim in a lake, 

5 Of onions and claret below. 
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We'n labour and toil, to ſertile the ſoil, 
| | And tithes ſhall come thicker, and thicker” 
- We'll fall to the plough, and get children enotgh, 
| Ang thoy ſhalt be learned, O n 
0 


* 


＋— 
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For Three Votzss, 


| A Hogſhead was offer'd to Bacchus his ſhrine, 
| The god was offenced becauſe twas white-wine 
Then curft in a paſſion, damn't, rot it, and mar it, 
Didſt ever know Bacchus drink other than claret ; 
So the jolly red god having empty'd the white-wine, 
be Return'd the poor vet ry, the hogſhead to ſhe in. 
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GLEE z. 


Far Three Voi vices. 


Wurn firſt | ſaw thee graceful move, 
Ah me, what meant my throbbing breaſt ? 
ll Say, ſoft confuſion, art thou love? 
I love thou art, then farewell reſt. 


1280 1 


With gentle ſmiles aſſuage the pa: n, 

Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create; 
And tho? you cannot love again, 
In pity, a ah ! for bear to hate. 


k 
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S GEACTLIF. 


TOASTHS 


A N D 


SENTIMENTS. 


<= Soo =o Doe DoD ere oro Doves Dre oe Do 


AY we alweys be able to reſiſt the aſſaults of 
proſperity and adverfity, 

May virtue be always amply rewarded, 

May candor and honeſty always be our governing 
principles. 

May our conſcience be ſound though our fortune 
be rotten. 

May temptation never conquer virtue, 

May virtue always prove victorious. 

May temporal concerns never break in upon ſpi- 
ritual duty. 

May power be influenced only by juſtice, 
May we never taſte the apples of affliction. 

| May we be rich in friends rather than money. 

May we be loved by thoſe whom we love 

May he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends. 

May our diſtinguiſhing mark be merit rather than 
money. 

& May hemp bind him whom honour can't, 


& 


e  SECECIL T2: 


May we be incorruptible by intereſt, and uninflu- 
enced by power. 

' May authority be amiable without debaſingi its dig- 
nity. 

May we never ſeek applauſe from party principles, 
but always deſerve it from public ſpirit 

f May we, as Chriſtians, be zealous without uncha- 


ritableneſs; as ſubjects, loyal without ſervility; 


and as citizens, free without faction. 
Senſibility without incquality, and paſſions without 


vehemence. 
May our hearts have for tenants, Truth, Candor, 


and Benevolence. 


May our virtues be rather the effects of Religion , 8 


than the gifts of Nature. 

May we never be influenced by jealouſy, or go- 

verned by intereſt, 
May ability for doing good be equalled by incli- 
nation. 

May our benevolence be bounded only by our for- 
tune. 

May thoſe who inherit the title of Gentlemen by 
birth deſerve it by their behaviour, 

May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. 

May we never praiſe any man to undo him, 

May we never deſtroy any perſon's credit to eſta» 


bliſh our own. 
May we never ſet our friend to fale, or our con- 


ſcience to hire. 
May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of. his dues, 


or a ere ulous girl out of her virtue. 
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May Providence unite the hearts that love. 

May honour and honeſty always triumph over va. 
nity and hypocriſy, 

More friends, and leſs need of them. 

Health of body, peace of mind, a clean ſhirt, and 
a guinea, 

Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful, 

May an hone{t heart never feel diſtreſs. 

May our life, ſpcat in acts of virtue, be finiſhed» 
by death, ſeaſoned with tranquillity, and followed 
by a memory fall of honour. 

May our plcafant thoughts be gilt with modeſt 
expreſſions. 

May mirth and good fellowſhip be always in faſhio n 

May he that made the devil tak: us all. 

Perpetual ſpring to friendſhip, youth, and love. 

May we never want a friend, and a bottle to give him. 

Love in a cottage, and envy to none. 

May we havein our arms whom we love in our hearts. : 

May they never want who have a ſpirit to ſpend, 1 

All true hearts and ſound bottoms. 14 


| Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhes» 7 | 
| 
| f 


Conſtancy in love, and fincerity in friendſhip. 

Friendſhip without intereſt, and love without deceit. | 

May he who has neither wife, miſtreſs, or eſtate | 
in Scotland, never have any [hare ia the govern- | 
ment of it. 

A cobweb pair of breec! es, a porcupine ſaddle, 
a hard trotting horſe, and a long journey to all 
the enemies of Scotland. 

Succeſs to the Fair Sex in all their undertakings. 3 


ee 
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Good luck till we're tir'd of it. 

Senſe to win a heart, and merit to keep it. 

Delicate pleaſure to ſuſceptible minds. 

May the ſingle be married, and ihe married happy. 

Health in freedom, and content in bondage. 

Every man his right, and every rogue a halter, 

All that love can give, or ſenfibility enjoy. 

Health and ſucceſs to the Bucks of Edinburgh. 

May the evening's diverfion bear the morning's 
refle&ion, 

May the wings of Extravagancy be clipp'd by the 
ſciſſars of Economy. 

May our endeavours be always ſucceſsful when 5 
engaged under the banner of juſtice, 5 8 

May we never ſpeak to deceive, or liſten to betray. 7 

The honeſt North - country ſmith, who refuſed to 
ſhoe for the man who voted agaiuſt his country, 

Honour ard influence to the public-ſpirited Patrons 


of Trade. 
Long coms and ſhort ſhoes to all the enemies of 
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Scotland. | ? 
May our Repreſentatives, like Free Maſons, be | 

elected by ballot. F 
May the friends of Scotland for ever have acceſs 

to the throne, [ 
May we be always able to diſtinguiſh thoſe, who, 4 


by a ſteady and uniform adherence to their duty, 
diſtinguiſh themſelves 
Liberty, Property, and no Exciſe, 


Liberty. 
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' May we always have a friead, and know his value. 

Union, ftability, and fidelity, among the ſons of 
Liberty, 

Succeſs to the lover, honour to the brave, 

Health to the ſack, and freedom to the ſlave. 


I, Friend, drink to thee, Friend, 
As this Friend drank to me Friend ; 
And as this Friend charged me, Friend, 
That 1 ſhould drink to th-e, Friend ; 
I; Friend, charge thee, Friend, 
That thou, Friend, drink to that Friend: 
And the longer that we drink, Friends, 
The merrier we ſhall be, Friends. 


Here's a health to all thoſe that love this “, 

Here's a health to all thoſe that love this, 

Here's a health to all thoſe, that love them that 
love thoſe, 

That love thoſe that love them , that love this, 


May reaſon be the pilot, where paſſion blows the 
gale, 
And prudence the cockſwain when love fills the ſail. 


af 


Life to the man who has courage to loſe it, 
And wealth to him who has ſpirit to uſe it. 


May every day be happier than the paſt, 
And every hour merrier than the lat. 


» 
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* Holding a Glaſs in the Hand, 


The ruling paſſion, be what it will, 
The ruling paſſion governs nature ſtil, 


May each married Lady preſerve her good man; 
And young Ladies get buſbands as ſgon as they can. 


The KING. 

The QuEEN, , 
The RoyYaAaL Famirty. 
The friends of Government. 
Succeſs to the royal navy, 


| The land we live in. 


Love without fear, 
And life without care. 


The Land of Cakes, 
All abſent. friends. 
Life, love, and liberty, 
Patience in adverſity , 
Gaiety and innocence, 
Love and friendſhip. 


| 


Frugality without meanneſs. 
| Comfort to the diſtreſſed. 
Decent economy. 

Health and competency. 
May we pleaſe and be pleaſed. 
Peace and plenty. 


May we always be bleſt 
With what we- like beſt, 


Corn, horn, woo!, and yarn, 
All we wiſh, and all we want. 
Love for love. 

Every honeſt man his own. 
Health, joy,and mutual love, 
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Proviſion to the unprovided, 
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— . Do <=-Doo poo Do Do Dore es 


A. | 
„ EAUTIPUL fee and a form without fault Page 24 | 
Adieu! ye native fields and bæw'rs i 13 
A friend of mine came here yeſtreen 276 fl 
Ah! Chloris, could I now but fit $14 | 
Ah! the ſhepherd's mournful fate 219 
Ah! why dd Jockey gang away 347 | 
Ah! why muſt words my flame reveal 66 | 
All in the Downs the fleet was moor'd 182 
| Amelia, he's ſo wond'rous fair 9 4 
As b inging home the other day. 281 J 
] As Celia near a fountain lay 164 
A ſhape alone le: others prize | 23 
As I ſat at my ſpinning-Wheel 233 F 
As I went forih to view the ſpring. 250 
N As Jamie gay gang'd blyth his way 265 
As Sylvia in a f-reſt lay 253 
As walking forth to view the plain 224 
At ſet: ing day and riſing morn 162 
Attend, ye ſwains, where'er ye ſhove 160 | 
At Tette: doun-hill there dyel: an old pair 8 || 
BEH oO D upon the ſwelling; wave Page 113 | 
| Bencath a green ſhade, a lovely young fwain 206 | 
Bleſt as th' immortal gods is he 223 
Blyth young Beſs to Jean did ſay | 319 | 
Braw, braw lads of Galla-Water „ 
By a murmucring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay 228 | 
By ſage philoſophers of old 39 KE 
By ſmooch-winding Tay a ſwain was reclining 220 5 
aer 2 
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By the mountsiu's ſide reclining $2 

By the ſide of a grove, young Delia did Bray 19 

By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth 264 

| CasrT, my love, thine eyes around Page 68 
Celia! ſee the ſeaſon ſmiling 161 
Ceaſe, rude Boreas, bluſt' ring railer 178 
Come, chear up, my lade, tis to glory we ſteer 168 
Come, come, my hearts ſo bold 173 
Come, follow, foll»w me s 92 

| Come, gie's a ſang, the Lady cry'd. 286 
| Come, let us ſtudy night and day 126 
| Come, live with me, and be my love 8: 
| Come, my lads, with ſouls befitting 177 
k Come, the mates of my fortune, be cheary 176 
Come to my arms, my treaſure 163 
Coming home with my milk the young ſquire I met 310 

F Contented I am, and contented Ill be 234 
Could ye gueſs, —for I. ill can repeat 16 
Cruel creature, can you leave me 98 
Dz4ar Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes Page 99 
Desreſt Daphne, turn thine eyes 76 
Degreſt Kitty, kind and fair 285 
Dear Madam, when ladies are willing 99 
Dear Roger, if your Jenny geck 321 
Deil tak“ the wars that hurried Billy from me 337 
Down in yon meadaw a couple did tarry 196 


-FAREWELL, ye green fields and ſweet groves Page 297 
From the ocean emerged bright Pheobus's ray 301 
Fy let us a' to the bridal 193 


* 
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GALT.ANT ſailor, oft you told me Page 73 
dee ſtir and blow the fire 


1 


if $6 


INDEX —— 
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Gently touch the warbling lyre 153 
Gin ye meet a bouny laſſie 204 
Grant us, kind Heay'n, what we requeſt 188 
Great Jupiter took it one day in his head 299 


Guardian angels! now protect me. 8s 
HA1L, Maſonry divine Page 191 
Happy's the love which meets return 248 


Here's to the maiden of baſhful fifteen 84 
Herſell pe Highland ſhentleman 221 
He that will not merry merry be 185 
Hollo! keep it up, boys, and puſh round the glaſs 345 
Hopeleſs ſtill, in filent anguiſh 66 
Hope, thou nurie of young deſire 192 


How blyth, ilk" morn, was I to ſee 274 
How happy were my days till now 121 


How imperfect is expreſſion. 14 
How like you the news, my clever young fellows 332 
How pleaſant a ſailor's lite paſſes 115 
How plcas'd with my native bowers 79 


F AM a hachelor winſome Page 186 


Fam a poor maiden forſaken. 171 
If love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment 3-5 
If that the world and love were youug 82 
I hae a green purſe and a wee pickle gowd 232 
In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain 2 59 
In purſuit of a laſs that was form'd to my taſte 294 


In ſpite of the prejudic'd hate 307 
In the dreſs of Free-Maſons, fit garments for love 289 
In the garb of old Gaul, wi” the fire of old Rome 201 


In vain my taper burns | 122 
In vain, you tell your parting lover 67 
I winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er the lee 15 5 
In winter when the rain rain'd cauld 235 
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TJoLLyY ſouls that are gen'rous aad free 


rejoice 


Long, Jong I ſcorn'd love's mighty ſway 
Lovely Damon when thou'rt near me 
Lovely nymph, aſſuage my anguiſh 
Love's Goddeſs, in a myrtle grove 


MArDENs, let your lovers Janguiſh 
Mits Betty's a gil of very good nature 
My Betſy is the blytheſt maid 
My bonny Liza Bailiie 
My goddeſs, Lydia, heavenly fair 
My Jeany and I have toil'd 
My Jockey is the blithe i lad 
My laddie is gane far ava o'cr the plain 
My mither's ay glowran o'er me 
My Patie is a lover gay 
My Peggy is a young thing 
My ſheep I neglected, I loſt my ſheep-hook 


| 
| 
| NansyY's to the green-wood gine 
= No more my ſong fhall be, ye ſwains 
No repoſe can I difcover 
Now the happy knot is ty'd 
Now wat ye wha I wet yeſtreen 
New we are freed from coll: ga- rules 


O BEssV Bell and Mary Gray 
O brother Maſons hear ye the news 
© come awa', come awa' 
Odds my life! ſearch England over 
Ot all comforts I miſcarricd 


Page 172 


Le raus drink and be merry, * joke, and 
Page 142 
Long, long I deſpair'd a young ſhepherd to find 


Page 159 


51 
130 
92 
91 
351 
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O gentle ſhepherds, ſaw ye paſs 131 
O had awa', had awa' N 
Oh! frown no more on me, my dear 139 
Oh! how cou'd 1 venture to love ane like thee 271 
Oh ! ſend me Lewis Gordon hame | 316 
Oh! Venus, queen of ſoft delights 47 
Once more [I'll tune the vocal ſhell 208 
One morning, very carly, one morning in the ſpring 199 
O Nelly, no longer thy Sandy now moura 312 
On Ettrick banks, in a ſummer's night 21T 
One ſummer eve, as Nancy fair 103 


On thy banks, gentle Tay, when I breath'd the ſoft flute 31 


O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn. 311 
O! ſee that form that faintly gleams 78 
O! the days when I was young 30 
O worthy Haddington ! unrivall'd town 129 


O! would'ſt thou know what ſacred charms 60 


PHoEBVUS, meaner themes diſdaining Page 12 


Poor Strephon diſtracted *twixt hope and deſpair 128 


Puſh about the briſk glaſs, I proclaim him an als 296 


SA r, little fooliſh Autt'ring thing Page 166 
Say, lovely peace, that grac'd our iſle 120 
Says Plate, Why ſhould man be vain -- 
Ses! the conquering hero comes | 170 
Shepherds, 1 have loſt my love 95 
Since wedlock's in vogue, and ſtale virgins deſpis d 335 
Some twelve months ago 109 
Spring renewing all things gay 61 
Still in hopes to get the better 100 


Strephon, when you ſce me fly 101 
Sweet Annie frae the ſea-beech came 
Sweet Annie ſlowly left the ſhore _ 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


* 
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[ 
TELL me, tell me, charming ereature Page 119 
The bill charg'd upon was payable at ſight 34 
| The bird, that hears her neſtlings cry. X 280 | 
' 'The Cyprian queen hen fam'd Apelles drew 15 
| The dusky n'ght rides down the sky 112 
] The echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad 343 
The faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on board 105 
The heavy hours are almoſt paſt 55 
The bounds are all on-, and the morning does peep 293 
. The lark was up, and the morning grey 3 
| BB The loſs of Paty's mill 255 
| The laſt time I came o'er the mur 226 
I The lewland lads think they are fine 216 |þ 
[| The lawland maids gang'tiig and fine 217 5 
A The meal was dear ſhort ſy ne | 360 2 
| - There liv'd, long ago, in a country place I23 
| $ There once was a man, you may think it uncommon 49 
= There's a land in the Cowgate that's kept by: lafſes 34 
b F. 2 There was a fair maiden; her name it was Gill an 29 | 
= There was a jolly miller orce - 317 
i There was an auld wife had a wee p'ckle tow 230 
= | There was a wife wor'd in a glen 135 
= The f$!ver moon's enamonr'd beam 282 
[| The ſmiling morn the breathing ſpring 325 
| | The ſpring newly dawning invites ev'ry flow'r 114 
1 The ſpring time return, and clothes the green plains 269 
| The ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold 359 | 
| The ſun, his gladſome beams withdrawn I9 
| The ſen in virgin-luſtre ſhone 77 
I The wanton ged who pierces hearts 141 
| The women all tell me Pmifalſe to my Liſs | 353 
|  Fhe yellow-ha'r'd ladde fat down on yon bree 236 


S. Thurſday, in the morn, the nincteenth of May 


Tis I have ſeven braw new gowrs 
"Tis nae very lang ſinſyne 

To eaſe his heart, and owu his flame 
To him that in an hour muſt die 


— TORT_E "TS 


Twas in that ſeaſon of that year 

"Twas in the bloom of May 

was on the morn of fweet May-day 6 
"Twas Summer, and ſoftly the breezes were blowing 
"Twas ſummer, and the day was fair 

"Twas when the ſeas were roaring 


Un1Tr, unite, your voices raife 


WATER, parted from the ſea . 
Whan I've a ſaxpence under my tbum' 
What beauties does Flora 4ifcloſe 
What nun bers ſhall the muſe repeat 
What tho' the mea !s be deck'd with flow'rs 
What tho' they call me country Squire 
What woman cou'd do, I have try'd to be free 
When Briton firſt, at heav'n's command 
When daifies py'd and vi'lets blue 
When Della on the grove appears 
When earth's foundation firſt was laid 
When firft by fond Damon, Flavella was ſeen 


When firſt my dear laddie gade to the green-hill 


When innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown 
When my looks are grown hoary 


When the trees ate all bare, nat a leaf to be teen 
When trees did bud, and fields were green 


To pleaſe me the more, and to change the dull ſcene 30 
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When firſt I came to be a man of twenty years or fo 2 39 


When lenter'd my teens, and threw play-things aſide 32y 


When the ſheep are in the fauld and the ky at hame 243 
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While thus, mighty Bacchus, we fing thy great glory 314 
While yet as a cowan I wander'd the.plainz””, "+ 0 
Willic's rare, and Willie's fair 5 198 
Will ye go to the ew-bughts Marion 213 
With an honeſt old friend, and a merry old fong 112 
With my holyday gown, and my new faſhion'd hat 315 
With the furies of love Pm.ia a fad taking +7" 
Woo'd, and married, aud a' +. as 


V fair, poſſeſs'd of ev*ry charm Page 277 


Ye gentle gales that fan the air | * 56 
Ye Muſes nine, O lend yonr aid | 292 
Ye nymphs and ſylvan gods | 355 
Ye nymphs, 'tis true to Colin's ſtrain. It6 
Yes l' in love, I reel it now i, . Fr 
Ye ſohs ef old ocean, who're ſtrangers to fear 267 


Ye true honeſt britons, who love your own land , 117 
Young I am, and fore afraid _ 118 
Young I am, and yet unskill'd 169 
Young Jockey, who teiz'd me atwelve-month or more 46 
Young Molly, who lives at the foot of the Hill 349 
Young Roger» of the mill 154 
Young Strephon addreſyd me politely one day 132 
Young Strephon I own, is the joy of my heart 229 
Young Venus, the goddeſs of beauty and love 32 
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CATCHES AND GLE ES. 
A Hogthead was offer'd to Bacchus his ſhrine Page 370 


1 Come, honeſt friends, and jovial boys 8 367 
6 Give the toaſt, my good fellow, be jovial and gay 366 
| | Hark ! the bonny Chriſt-church bells 369 
| | Jaek, thov'rt a toper, Jack thou'rt a toper 367 
| | Let the bells now ring, and let the boys fing 369 
Cf Sce, my boys, the fuming bowl 365 


| Since my Phillis has fallen, has fallen to my ſhare 366 
 T'was you, Sir, *twas you, Sir | 


LT 
When firſt I ſaw thee graceſul move * / * 


You tell me I'm; bendfome, I know not h:w true 364 


—— 


